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SUNRISE. 


CHAPTER    I. 


IN    THE    DEEPS. 


The  sudden  shock  of  the  cold  night-air  Avas  a 
rehef  to  his  burning  brain  ;  and  so  also,  as  he 
passed  into  the  crowded  streets,  was  the  low, 
continuous  thunder  all  around  him.  The  theatres 
were  coming  out ;  cabs,  omnibuses,  carriages 
added  to  the  muffled  roar;  the  pavements  were 
thronged  with  people  talking,  laughing,  jostling, 
calling  out  one  to  the  other.  He  was  glad  to  lose 
himself  in  this  seething  multitude  ;  he  was  glad 
to  be  hidden  by  the  darkness ;  he  would  try  to 
think. 

But  his  thoughts  were  too  rapid  and  terrible 
to  be  very  clear.  He  only  vaguely  knew — it  was 
a  consciousness  that  seemed  to  possess  both  heart 
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and  brain  like  a  consuming  fire — that  the  beautiful 
dreams  he  had  been  dreaming  of  a  future  beyond 
the  wide  Atlantic,  with  Natalie  living  and  working 
by  his  side,  her  proud  spirit  cheering  him  on  and 
refusing  to  be  daunted — these  dreams  had  been 
suddenly  snatched  away  from  him  ;  and  in  their 
stead,  right  before  him,  stood  this  pitiless,  inexor- 
able fate.  He  could  not  quite  tell  how  it  had  all 
occurred ;  but  there  at  least  was  the  horrible 
certainty,  staring  him  right  in  the  face.  He  could 
not  avoid  it ;  he  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  it,  nor 
draw  back  from  it ;  there  was  no  escape.  Then 
some  wild  desire  to  have  the  thine  done  at  once 
possessed  him.  At  once — at  once — and  then  the 
grave  would  cover  over  his  remorse  and  despair. 
Natalie  would  forget ;  she  had  her  mother  now  to 
console  her.  Evelyn  would  say,  "  Poor  devil,  he 
was  not  the  first  who  got  into  mischief  by  med- 
dling in  schemes  without  knowing  how  far  he 
might  have  to  go,"  Then  amid  all  this  confused 
din  of  the  London  streets,  what  was  the  phrase 
that  kept  ringing  in  his  ears  ? — "  And  when  she 
bids  die  he  shall  surely  die."  But  he  no  longer 
heard  the  pathetic  vibration  of  Natalie  LInd's 
voice ;    the  words  sounded  to  him  solemn,  and 
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distant,  and  hopeless,  like  a  knell.  But  only  if  it 
were  over — that  was  acjain  his  wild  desire.  In 
the  grave  was  forgetfulness  and  peace. 

Presently  a  curious  fancy  seized  him.  At  the 
corner  of  Windmill  Street  a  ragged  youth  was 
bawling  out  the  name  of  a  French  journal.  Brand 
bought  a  copy  of  the  journal,  passed  on,  and 
walked  into  an  adjacent  cafe,  and  took  a  seat  at 
one  of  the  small  tables.  A  waiter  came  to  him  ; 
and  he  mechanically  ordered  coffee.  He  began 
to  search  this  newspaper  for  the  reports  usually 
headed  Gazette  des  Tribiinaiix. 

At  last,  in  a  corner  of  the  newspaper,  he  found 
that  heading,  though  under  it  there  was  nothing 
of  any  importance  or  interest.  But  it  was  the 
heading  itself  that  had  a  strange  fascination  for 
him.  He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  it.  Then  he 
began  to  see  detached  phrases  and  sentences — or 
perhaps  it  was  only  in  his  brain  that  he  saw 
them  :  The  Assassination  of  Cardinal  Zaccatelli. — 
The  aeciised,  an  Englishman,  zvho  refuses  to  declare 
his  name — admits  that  he  had  no  personal  enmity 
— commanded  to  execute  this  horrible  crime — a 
punishment  decreed  by  a  Society  which  he  zvill  not 
name — confesses  his  guilt — is  anxioics  to   be  sen- 
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tenced  at  once  and  to  die  as  soon  as  the  law  permits. 
.  .  .  This  morning  the  assassin  of  Cardinal  Zacca- 
telli — who  has  declaimed  his  name  to  be  Edward 
Bernard — was  executed 

He  hurriedly  folded  up  the  paper,  just  as  If  he 
were  afraid  of  some  one  overlooking  and  reading 
these  words,  and  glanced  around.  No  one  was 
regarding  him.  The  cafe  was  nearly  full ;  and 
there  was  plenty  of  laughing  and  talking  amid  the 
glare  of  the  gas.  He  slunk  out  of  the  place, 
leaving  his  coffee  untasted. 

But  when  he  had  got  outside,  he  straitened 
himself  up,  and  his  face  assumed  a  firmer  expres- 
sion. He  walked  quickly  along  to  Clarges  Street. 
The  Evelyns'  house  was  dark  from  top  to  bottom; 
apparently  the  family  had  retired  for  the  night. 
"  Perhaps  he  is  at  the  Century,"  Brand  said 
to  himself,  as  he  started  off  again.  But  just  as 
he  got  to  the  corner  of  the  street,  a  Hansom 
drove  up,  and  the  driver,  taking  the  corner  too 
quickly,  sent  the  wheel  on  to  the  kerb. 

"Why  don't  you  look  where  you're  going 
to  ?  "  a  voice  called  out  from  the  inside  of  the 
cab. 

"  Is  that  you,  Evelyn  ?  "  Brand  cried. 
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"  Yes,  it  is  !  "  was  the  reply  ;  and  the  Hansom 
was  stopped,  and  Lord   Evelyn    descended.     "  I 
am  happy  to  say  that  I  can  still  answer  for  my- 
self.     I  thought  we  were  in  for  a  smash." 
"  Can  you  spare  me  five  minutes  ? " 
"  Five  hours  if  you  like." 

The  man  was  paid  ;  the  two  friends  walked 
along  the  pavement  together. 

"  I  am  glad  to  have  found  you  after  all, 
Evelyn,"  Brand  said.  "  The  fact  is,  my  nerves 
have  had  a  bad  shake." 

"  I  never  knew  you  had  any.  I  always 
fancied  you  could  drive  a  fire-brigade  engine  full- 
gallop  along  the  Strand,  on  a  wet  night,  with  the 
theatres  coming  out." 

"  A  few  minutes'  talk  with  you  will  help  me  to 
pull  myself  together  again.  Need  we  go  into  the 
house  ? " 

"We  shan't  wake  anybody." 
They  noiselessly  went  into  the  house,  and 
passed  along  the  hall,  until  they  reached  a  small 
room  behind  the  dining-room.  The  gas  was  lit, 
burning  low.  There  were  biscuits,  seltzer-water, 
and  spirits  on  the  table. 

Lord  Evelyn  was  in  the  act  of  turning  the  gas 


6  SUNRISE. 

higher,  when  he  happened  to  catch  sight  of  his 
friend.  He  uttered  a  quick  exclamation.  Brand, 
who  had  sat  down  on  a  chair,  was  crying,  with 
his  hands  over  his  face,  hke  a  woman. 

"  Great  heavens,  what  is  it,  Brand  !  " 

That  confession  of  weakness  did  not  last  long. 
Brand  rose  to  his  feet,  impatiently,  and  took  a  turn 
or  two  up  and  down  the  small  room. 

"  What  is  it  ?  Well,  I  have  received  my 
sentence  to-night,  Evelyn.  But  it  isn't  that — 
it  is  the  thought  of  those  I  shall  leave  behind — 
Natalie — and  those  boys  of  my  sister's — If  people 
were  to  find  out  after  all  that  they  were  related 
to  me " 

He  was  looking  at  the  things  that  presented 
themselves  to  his  own  mind ;  he  forgot  that 
Evelyn  could  not  understand  ;  he  almost  forgot 
that  he  was  speaking  aloud.  But  by-andrby  he 
got  himself  better  under  control.  He  sat  down 
again.  He  forced  himself  to  speak  calmly  :  the 
only  sign  of  emotion  was  that  his  face  was  rather 
pale  and  his  eyes  looked  tired  and  harassed. 

"  Yes,  I  told  you  my  nervous  system  had  got 
a  shock,  Evelyn.  But  I  think  I  have  got  over 
it.  It  won't  do  for  one  in  my  position  to  abandon 
one's  self  to  sentiment." 
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"  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  you  mean." 

Brand  regarded  him. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  the  whole  thing ;  but  this 
will  be  enough.  The  Council  have  decreed  the 
death  of  a  certain  person ;  and  I  am  appointed 
his  executioner." 

"  You  are  ravingf  mad  ! " 

"  Perhaps  it  would  be  better  if  I  w^ere,"  he 
said,  with  a  sigh.  "  However,  such  is  the  fact. 
The  ballot  was  taken  to-night ;  the  lot  fell  to  me. 
I  have  no  one  to  blame — except  myself." 

Lord  Evelyn  was  too  horrified  to  speak.  The 
calm  manner  of  his  companion  ought  to  have 
carried  conviction  with  it ;  and  yet — and  yet — 
how  could  such  a  thing  be  possible  ? 

"Yes,  I  blame  myself,"  Brand  said,  "for  not 
having  made  certain  reservations  when  pledging 
myself  to  the  Society.  But  how  was  one  to 
think  of  such  things  ?  When  Lind  used  to  de- 
nounce the  outra^res  of  the  Nihilists  and  talk 
with  indiofnation  of  the  useless  crimes  of  the 
Camorra — how  could  one  have  thought  it  pos- 
sible that  assassination  should  be  demanded  of 
you  as  a  duty  ?  " 

"  But     Lind ! "     Lord      Evelyn      exclaimed. 
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"  Surely  LInd  does  not  approve  of  such  a 
thing!" 

"  No,  he  does  not,"  Brand  answered.  "  He 
says  it  will  prove  a  misfortune " 

"  Then  why  does  he  not  protest  ?  " 

"  Protest  against  a  decree  of  the  Council ! " 
the  other  exclaimed.  "  You  don't  know  as  much 
as  I  do,  Evelyn,  about  that  Council.  No,  I  have 
sworn  obedience,  and  I  will  obey." 

He  had  recovered  his  firmness  ;  he  seemed 
resigned — even  resolved.  It  was  his  friend  who 
was  excited. 

"  I  tell  you  all  the  oaths  in  the  world  cannot 
compel  a  man  to  commit  murder,"  Evelyn  said 
hotly. 

"  Oh,  they  don't  call  it  murder,"  Brand  replied, 
without  any  bitterness  whatever ;  "  they  call  it  a 
punishment,  a  warning  to  the  evil-doers  of  Europe. 
And  no  doubt  this  man  is  a  great  scoundrel ;  and 
cannot  be  reached  by  the  law ;  and  then  besides 
one  of  the  members  of  the  Society,  who  is  poor 
and  old  and  who  has  suffered  grievous  wrong 
from  this  man,  has  appealed  to  the  Council  to 
avenge  him.  No;  I  can  see  their  position.  I 
have  no  doubt  they  believe  they  are  acting 
justly." 


IN  THE  DEEPS.  9 

"  But  you  yourself  do  not  think  so  ! " 

"  My  dear  fellow,  it  is  not  for  the  private 
soldier  to  ask  whether  his  sovereig"n  has  ijone 
to  war  justly  or  unjustly.  It  is  his  business  to 
obey  commands — to  kill,  if  need  be — according 
to  his  oath." 

"  Why,  you  are  taking  the  thing  as  a  matter 
of  course !  "  Lord  Evelyn  cri^d,  indignantly.  "  I 
cannot  believe  it  possible  yet !  And — and  if  it 
were  possible — consider  how  I  should  upbraid 
myself:  it  was  I  who  led  you  into  this  affair, 
Brand." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  the  other,  absently. 

He  was  staring  into  the  smouldering  fire  ; 
and  for  a  second  or  two  he  sat  in  silence.  Then 
he  said,  slowly  and  thoughtfully — 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  led  a  very  selfish  life. 
Natalie  would  not  say  so ;  she  is  generous.  But 
it  is  true.  Well,  this  will  make  some  atonement. 
She  will  know  that  I  kept  my  word  to  her.  She 
gave  me  that  ring,  Evelyn." 

He  held  out  his  hand  for  a  moment. 

"  It  was  a  pledge  that  I  should  never  draw 
back  from  my  allegiance  to  the  Society.  Well, 
neither  she  nor   I  then  fancied  this  thinii  could 
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happen  ;  but  now  I  am  not  going  to  turn  coward. 
You  saw  me  show  the  white  feather,  Evelyn,  for 
a  minute  or  two :  I  don't  think  it  was  about 
myself;  it  was  about  her — and — and  one  or  two 
others.  You  see  our  talkiuQ^  toofether  has  sent 
off  all  that  nervous  excitement ;  now  we  can 
speak  about  business " 

"  I  will  not — I  will  not!"  Evelyn  said,  who 
was  greatly  moved.  "  I  will  go  to  Lind  himself. 
I  will  tell  him  that  no  duty  of  this  kind  was  ever 
contemplated  by  any  one  joining  here.  It  may 
be  all  very  well  for  Naples  or  Sicily ;  it  won't 
do  for  the  people  on  this  side  the  Channel :  it 
will  ruin  his  work :  he  must  appeal — I  will  drive 
him  to  it !  " 

"My  dear  fellow,"  Brand  said,  quietly,  "  I 
told  you  Lind  has  accepted  the  execution  of  this 
affair  with  reluctance.  He  knows  it  will  do  our 
work — well,  my  share  in  it  will  be  soon  over — 
no  good.  But  in  this  business  there  is  no  appeal. 
You  are  only  a  Companion ;  you  don't  know 
what  stringent  vows  you  have  to  undertake  when 
you  get  into  the  other  grades.  Moreover,  I  must 
tell  you  this  thing  to  his  credit.  He  is  not 
bound  to  take  the  risk  of  the  ballot  himself;  but 
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he  did,  to-night.  It  is  all  over  and  settled, 
Evelyn.  What  is  one  man's  life,  more  or  less  ? 
People  go  to  throw  away  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  lives  '  with  a  lio^ht  heart'  And  even  if  this 
affair  should  give  a  slight  shock  to  some  of  our 
friends  here,  the  effect  will  not  be  permanent. 
The  organization  is  too  big,  too  strong,  too  eager, 
to  be  really  injured  by  such  a  trifle.  I  want  to 
talk  about  business  matters  now." 

"  I  won't  hear  you — I  will  not  allow  this " 

Lord  Evelyn  protested,  trembling  with  excite- 
ment. 

"  You  must  hear  me ;  the  time  is  short," 
Brand  said,  with  decision.  "  When  this  thing 
has  to  be  done  I  don't  know ;  I  shall  probably 
hear  to-morrow  ;  but  I  must  at  once  take  steps 
to  prevent  shame  falling  on  the  few  relatives 
I  have.  I  shall  pretend  to  set  out  on  some 
hunting  expedition  or  other — Africa  is  a  good 
big  place  for  one  to  lose  one's  self  in — and  if  I 
do  not  return,  what  then  ?  I  shall  leave  you 
my  executor,  Evelyn ;  or  rather  it  will  be  safer 
to  do  the  whole  thing  by  deed  of  gift.  I  shall 
give  my  sister's  eldest  son  the  Buckinghamshire 
place ;    then   I  must  leave  the  other  one  some- 
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thing.  Five  hundred  pounds  at  four  per  cent, 
would  pay  that  poor  devil  Kirski's  rent  for  him, 
and  help  him  on  a  bit.  Then  I  am  going  to 
make  you  a  present,  Evelyn ;  so  you  see  you 
shall  benefit  too.  Then  as  for  Natalie — or  rather, 
her  mother " 

"  Her  mother  ! "     Evelyn  stared  at  him. 

"  Natalie's  mother  is  in  London  :  you  will 
learn  her  story  from  herself,"  Brand  continued, 
briefly.  "  In  the  mean  time,  do  not  tell  Lind, 
until  she  permits  you.  I  have  taken  rooms  for 
her  in  Hans  Place ;  and  Natalie  will  no  doubt 
go  to  see  her  each  day ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  poor 
lady  is  not  very  well  off;  for  the  family  has 
always  been  in  political  troubles.  Well,  you  see, 
Evelyn,  I  could  leave  you  a  certain  sum,  the 
interest  of  which  you  could  manage  to  convey 
to  her  in  some  roundabout  and  delicate  way  that 
would  not  hurt  her  pride.  You  could  do  this, 
of  course " 

"  But  you  are  talking  as  if  your  death  was 
certain  ! "  Lord  Evelyn  exclaimed,  rather  wildly. 
"  Even  if  it  is  all  true,  you  might  escape •" 

Brand  turned  away  his  head  as  he  spoke. 

"  Do  you  think,  then,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  that. 
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even  if  that  were  possible,  I  should  care  to  live 
red-handed  ?  The  Council  cannot  demand  that 
of  me  too.  If  there  is  one  bullet  for  him,  the 
next  one  will  be  for  myself;  and  if  I  miss  the 
first  shot  I  shall  make  sure  about  the  second. 
There  will  be  no  examination  of  the  prisoner, 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned.  I  shall  leave  a  paper 
stating  the  object  and  cause  of  my  attempt ;  but 
I  shall  go  into  it  nameless  ;  and  the  happiest 
thing  I  can  hope  for  is  that  forgetfulness  will 
gather  round  it  and  me  as  speedily  as  may  be." 

Lord  Evelyn  was  deeply  distressed.  He 
could  no  longer  refuse  to  believe.  And  inad- 
vertently he  bethought  himself  of  the  time  when 
he  had  besought  and  entreated  this  old  friend 
of  his  to  join  the  great  movement  that  was  to 
regenerate  Europe.  Was  this  the  end,  then — 
a  vulgar  crime  ?  The  strong,  manly,  generous 
life  to  be  thrown  away  ;  and  Natalie  left  broken- 
hearted ? 

"  What  about  her  ?  "  he  asked,  timidly. 

"  About  Natalie,  do  you  mean  }  "  said  Brand, 
starting  somewhat.  "  Curiously  enough,  I  was 
thinking  about  her  also.  I  was  wondering 
whether  it  could  be  concealed  from  her — whether 
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it  would  not  be  better  to  let  her  imaeine  with  the 
others  that  I  had  got  drowned  or  killed  some- 
where. But  I  could  not  do  that.  The  uncer- 
tainty would  hang  over  her  for  years.  Better  the 
sharp  pain  at  once — of  parting ;  then  her  mother 
must  take  charge  of  her  and  console  her  and  be 
kind  to  her.  What  I  fear  most  is  that  she  may 
blame  herself — she  may  fancy  that  she  is  some- 
how responsible " 

"  It  is  I,  surely,  who  must  take  that  blame  on 
myself,"  said  Lord  Evelyn,  sadly.  "  But  for  me, 
how  could  you  have  been  led  into  joining  the 
Society  ? " 

"  Neither  she  nor  you  have  anything  to 
reproach  yourselves  with.  What  was  my  life 
worth  to  me  when  I  joined  ?  Then  for  a  time 
I  saw  a  vision  of  what  may  yet  be  in  the  world — 
of  what  will  be,  please  God  ;  and  what  does  it 
matter  if  one  here  or  one  there  falls  out  of  the 
ranks  ? — the  great  army  is  moving  on.  And  for 
a  time  there  were  other  visions — poor  Natalie  ! — 
I  am  glad  her  mother  has  come  to  her  at  last." 

He  rose. 

"  I  wish  I  could  offer  you  a  bed  here,"  Lord 
Evelyn  said. 
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"  I  have  a  great  many  things  to  arrange 
to-night,"  he  answered,  simply.  "  Perhaps  I  may 
not  be  able  to  get  to  bed  at  all." 

Lord  Evelyn  hesitated. 

"  When  can  I  sec  you  to-morrow  }  "  he  said  at 
lenofth.  "  You  know  I  am  oroino;-  to  Lind  the  first 
thing  in  the  morning " 

Brand  stopped  abruptly. 

"  I  must  absolutely  forbid  your  doing  anything 
of  the  kind,"  said  he,  firmly.  "  This  is  a  matter 
of  the  greatest  secrecy ;  there  is  to  be  no  talking 
about  it ;  I  have  given  you  some  hint,  and  the 
same  I  shall  give  to  Natalie  ;  and  there  an  end." 
He  added,  "Your  interference  would  be  quite 
useless,  Evelyn.  The  matter  is  not  in  Lind's 
hands." 

He  bade  his  friend  Qfood-nieht. 

"  Thank  you  for  letting  me  bore  you  so  long. 
You  see,  I  expected  talking  over  the  thing  would 
drive  off  that  first  shock  of  nervousness.  Now 
I  am  going  to  play  the  part  of  Karl  Sand  with 
indifference.  When  you  hear  of  me,  you  will 
think  I  must  have  been  brought  up  b)'  the 
Tugendbund  or  the  Carbonari  or  some  of  those 
Societies." 
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Evelyn,  still  quite  aghast,  would  have  detained 
him ;  but  he  refused  to  stay.  He  forced  his 
friend  to  shake  hands  with  him  ;  and  then  aeain 
went  out  into  the  black  night.  When  he  reached 
his  chambers  in  Buckingham  Street  there  was  a 
small  parcel  awaiting  him.  He  opened  it,  and 
found  a  box  with,  inside,  a  tiny  nosegay  of 
sweet-smelling  flowers.  These  were  not  half  as 
splendid  as  those  he  had  got  the  previous  after- 
noon for  the  rooms  in  Hans  Place  ;  but  there  was 
something  accompanying  them  that  gave  them 
sufficient  value.  It  was  a  strip  of  paper ;  and 
on  it  was  written — ''From  Natalie  and  from 
Nataluskka,  with  moi^e  than  thanks!' 

"  I  will  carry  them  with  me,"  he  thought  to 
himself,  "until  the  day  of  my  death.  Perhaps 
they  may  not  have  quite  withered  by  then." 


(     17     ) 
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Now,  he  said  to  himself,  he  would  think  no  more ; 
he  would  act.  The  long  talk  with  Lord  Evelyn 
had  enabled  him  to  pull  himself  together ;  there 
would  be  no  repetition  of  that  half-hysterical 
collapse.  More  than  one  of  his  officer-friends 
had  confessed  to  him  that  they  had  spent  the 
night  before  their  first  battle  in  abject  terror ; 
but  that  that  had  all  gone  off  as  soon  as  they 
were  called  into  action.  And  as  for  himself,  he 
had  many  things  to  arrange  before  starting  on 
this  hunting  expedition,  which  was  to  serve  as 
a  cloak  for  another  enterprise.  He  would  have 
to  write  at  once,  for  example,  to  his  sister — an 
invalid  widow,  who  passed  her  life  alternately  on 
the  Riviera  and  in  Switzerland — informing  her  of 
his  intended  travels.  He  would  have  to  see  that 
a  sufficient  sum  were  left  for   Natalie's  mother, 

3.— XI.  c 
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and  put  into  discreet  hands.  The  money  for  the 
man  Kirski  would  have  to  be  properly  tied  up, 
lest  it  should  prove  a  temptation.  Why,  those 
two  pieces  of  Italian  embroidery  lying  there :  he 
had  bought  them  months  ago,  intending  to  pre- 
sent them  to  Natalie ;  but  from  time  to  time  the 
opportunity  had  been  missed.  And  so  forth ; 
and  so  forth. 

But  despite  all  this  fortitude,  and  these  com- 
monplace and  practical  considerations,  his  eyes 
would  wander  to  that  little  handful  of  flowers 
lying  on  the  table ;  and  his  thoughts  would  wander 
farther  still.  As  he  pictured  to  himself  his  going 
to  the  young  Hungarian  girl,  and  taking  her 
hand,  and  telling  her  that  now  it  was  no  longer 
a  parting  for  a  couple  of  years,  but  a  parting  for 
ever,  his  heart  grew  cold  and  sick.  He  thought 
of  her  terrified  eyes  ;  of  her  self-reproaches ;  of 
her  entreaties,  perhaps. 

"  I  wish  Evelyn  would  tell  her,"  he  murmured 
aloud,  and  he  went  to  the  window.  "Surely 
it  would  be  better  if  I  were  never  to  see  her 
again." 

It  was  a  long  and  agonizing  night,  despite  all 
his    resolutions.      The   grey   morning,    appearing 
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palely  over  the  river  and  the  bridges,  found  him 
still  pacing  up  and  down  there,  with  nothing 
settled  at  all,  no  letter  written,  no  memoranda 
made.  All  that  the  nii^fht  had  done  was  to  in- 
crease  a  hundredfold  his  dread  of  meeting  Natalie. 
And  now  the  daylight  only  told  him  that  that 
interview  was  coming  nearer.  It  had  become  a 
question  of  hours. 

At  last,  worn  out  with  fatigue  and  despair, 
he  threw  himself  on  a  couch  hard  by,  and  pre- 
sently sank  into  a  broken  and  troubled  sleep. 
For  now  the  mind,  emancipated  from  the  control 
of  the  will,  ran  riot ;  and  the  quick-changing 
pictures  that  were  presented  to  him  were  full  of 
fearful  things  that  shook  his  very  life  with  terror. 
Awake,  he  could  force  himself  to  think  of  this  or 
that ;  asleep,  he  was  at  the  mercy  of  this  lurid 
imagination  that  seemed  to  dye  each  successive 
scene  in  the  hue  of  blood.  First  of  all  he  was 
in  a  great  cathedral,  sombre  and  vast,  and  by  the 
dim  liMit  of  the  candles  he  saw  that  some  solemn 
ceremony  was  going  forward.  Priests,  mitred 
and  robed,  sat  in  a  semi-circle  in  front  of  the 
altar ;  on  the  altar-steps  were  three  figures  ; 
behind  the  altar  a  space  of  gloom,  from  whence 
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issued  the  soft,  clear  singing  of  the  choristers. 
Then,  suddenly,  into  that  clear  sweet  singing 
broke  a  loud  blare  of  trumpets  ;  a  man  bounded 
on  to  the  altar-steps ;  there  was  the  flash  of  a 
blade — a  shriek — -a  fall ;  then  the  roar  of  a  crowd, 
sullen,  and  distant,  and  awful.  It  is  the  cry  of 
a  great  city ;  and  this  poor  crouching  fugitive, 
who  hides  behind  the  fountain  in  the  Place,  is 
watching  for  his  chance  to  dart  away  into  some 
place  of  safety.  But  the  crowd  have  let  him 
pass ;  they  are  merciful ;  they  are  glad  of  the 
death  of  their  enemy ;  it  is  only  the  police  he 
has  to  fear.  What  lane  is  dark  enough  ?  What 
ruins  must  he  haunt,  like  a  dog,  in  the  night- 
time ?  But  the  night  is  full  of  fire ;  and  the 
stars  overhead  are  red ;  and  everywhere  there  is 
a  roar  and  a  murmur — the  assassination  of  the 
Cardinal ! 

Well,  it  is  quieter  in  this  dungeon ;  and  soon 
there  will  be  an  end ;  and  peace.  But  for  the 
letters  of  fire  that  burn  one's  brain,  the  place 
would  be  as  black  as  night ;  and  it  is  still  as 
nisfht ;  one  can  sit  and  listen.  And  now  that  dull 
throbbinof  sound — and  a  strain  of  music — is  it  the 
young  wife  who,  all   unknowing,  is  digging   her 
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husband's  grave  ?  How  sad  she  is — she  pities  the 
poor  prisoner,  whoever  he  may  be.  She  would 
not  dig  this  grave  if  she  knew ;  she  calls  herself 
Fidelio :  she  is  faithful  to  her  love.  But  now — 
but  now — thouoh  this  hole  is  black  as  nioht,  and 
silent,  and  the  waters  are  lapping  outside,  cannot 
one  know  what  is  passing  there  ?  There  are 
some  who  are  born  to  be  happy.  Ah,  look  at 
the  faithful  wife  now — as  she  strikes  off  her 
husband's  fetters — listen  to  the  glad  music,  destin 
ormaifelicef — they  take  each  other's  hand — they  go 
away  proudly  into  the  glad  daylight — husband  and 
wife  together  for  evermore.  This  poor  prisoner 
listens,  though  his  heart  will  break.  The  happy 
music  grows  more  and  more  faint — the  husband 
and  wife  are  together  now — the  beautiful  white 
day  is  around  them — the  poor  prisoner  is  left 
alone  :  there  is  no  one  even  comino-  to  bid  him 
farewell. 

The  sleeper  moaned  in  his  sleep  ;  and 
stretched  out  his  hand  as  if  he  would  seek  some 
other  hand. 

"No  one — not  even  a  word  of  good-bye  !  "  he 
murmured. 

But  then   the   dream   changed.     And   now  it 
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was  a  wild  and  windy  day  in  the  blowing  month 
of  March  ;  and  the  streams  in  this  Buckingham- 
shire valley  were  swollen  ;  and  the  woods  were 
bare.  Who  are  these  two  who  come  into  the 
small  and  bleak  churchyard  ?  They  are  a  mother 
and  daughter ;  they  are  all  in  black  ;  and  the  face 
of  the  daughter  is  pale  ;  and  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  Her  face  is  white  ;  and  the  flowers  she 
carries  are  white  ;  and  that  is  a  white  tombstone 
— there  in  the  corner — apart  from  the  others. 
See  how  she  kneels  down  at  the  foot  of  the  grave ; 
and  puts  the  flowers  lightly  on  the  grass ;  and 
clasps  her  trembling  hands  ;  and  prays. 

"  Natalie — my  wife  !  "  he  calls  in  his  sleep. 

And  behold !  the  white  tombstone  has  letters 
ot  fire  written  on  it ;  and  the  white  flowers  are 
changed  to  drops  of  blood  ;  and  the  two  black 
figures  have  hurried  away  and  disappeared.  How 
the  wind  tears  down  this  wide  valley,  in  which 
there  is  no  sien  of  life!  It  is  so  sad  to  be  left 
alone. 

Well,  it  was  about  eight  o'clock  when  he 
was  awakened  by  the  entrance  of  Waters.  He 
jumped  up,  and  looked  around,  haggard  and  be- 
wildered.    Then  his  first  thought  was — 
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"  A  few  more  nights  like  this,  and  ZaccatelH 
will  have  little  to  fear." 

He  had  his  bath  and  breakfast ;  all  the  time 
he  was  forcing-  himself  into  an  indignant  self- 
contempt.  He  held  out  his  hand  before  him, 
expecting  to  see  it  tremble.  But  no.  This 
reassured  him  somewhat. 

A  little  before  eleven  he  was  at  the  house  in 
Hans  Place.  He  was  immediately  shown  up- 
stairs. Natalie's  mother  was  there  to  recei\'e 
him  ;  she  did  not  notice  he  looked  tired. 

"  Natalie  is  coming  to  you  this  morning  ?  "  he 
said. 

"  Oh  }-es  ;  why  not  ?  It  gives  her  pleasure  ; 
it  gives  me  joy.  But  I  will  not  keep  the  child 
always  in  the  house  ;  no,  she  must  have  her  walk. 
Yesterday,  after  you  had  left,  we  went  to  a  very 
secluded  place — a  church  not  far  from  here — and 
a  cemetery  behind." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  know."  he  said.  "  But  you  might 
have  chosen  a  more  cheerful  place  for  your 
walk." 

"  Any  place  is  cheerful  enough  for  me  when 
my  daughter  is  with  me,"  said  she,  simply.  "And 
it  is  quiet." 
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George  Brand  sat  with  his  hands  clenched. 
Every  moment  he  thought  he  should  hear  Natalie 
knock  at  the  door  below. 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  with  some  little  hesita- 
tion, "something  has  happened  of  serious  im- 
portance— I  mean,  of  a  little  importance.     When 

Natalie  comes  I  must  tell  her ■ " 

"  And  you  wish  to  see  her  alone,  perhaps  ? " 
said  the  mother,  lightly.  "  Why  not  ?  And 
listen — it  is  she  herself,  I  believe !  " 

A  minute  afterwards  the  door  was  opened, 
and  Natalie  entered,  radiant,  happy,  with  glad 
eyes.  Then  she  started  when  she  saw  George 
Brand  there ;  but  there  was  no  fear  in  her  look. 
On  the  contrary,  she  embraced  her  mother ;  then 
she  went  to  him,  and  said,  with  a  pleased  flush  in 
her  face — 

"  I  had  no  message  this  morning.     You  did 
not  care,  then,  f^or  our  little  bunch  of  flowers  ?  " 
He  took  her  hand,  and  held  it  for  a  second. 
"  I  thought  I  should  see  you  to-day,  Natalie. 
I  have  something  to  tell  you." 
Her  face  grew  graver. 
"Is  it  something  serious  ?  " 
"  Well,"  said  he,  to  gain  time,  for  the  mother 
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was  still  in  the  room,  "  it  is  serious  or  not  serious, 
as  you  like  to  take  it.  It  docs  not  involve  the 
fate  of  a  nation,  for  example." 

"  It  is  mysterious,  at  all  events  ?  " 

At  this  moment  the  elder  woman  took  occa- 
sion to  slip  noiselessly  from  the  room. 

"  Natalie,"  said  he,  "  sit  down,  here  by  me." 

She  put  the  footstool  on  which  she  was 
accustomed  to  sit  at  her  mother's  side  close  to 
his  chair,  and  seated  herself  He  took  her  hand, 
and  held  it  tight. 

'*  Natalie,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice — and  he 
was  himself  rather  pale — "  I  am  going  to  tell  you 
something  that  may  jDerhaps  startle  you — and 
even  grieve  you  ;  but  you  must  keep  command 
over  yourself;  or  you  will  alarm  your  mother " 

"  You  are  not  in  danger  }  "  she  cried,  quickly, 
but  in  a  low  voice  :  there  was  something  in  his 
tone  that  alarmed  her. 

"  The  thing  is  simple  enough,"  he  said,  with 
a  forced  composure.  ''  You  know  that  when  one 
has  joined  a  certain  Society,  and  especially  when 
one  has  accepted  the  responsibilities  I  have,  there 
is  nothing  that  may  not  be  demanded.  Look  at 
this  ring,  Natalie." 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  she  said,  breathlessly. 
"  That   is   a   sufficient   pledge,   even  if  there 
were    no    others.     I    have    sworn  allegiance    to 
the    Society,    at   all    hazards.       I    cannot   retreat 
now." 

"  But  is  it  so  very  terrible  ?  "  she  said,  hur- 
riedly. "  Dearest,  I  will  come  over  to  you  in 
America  !  I  have  told  my  mother — she  will  take 
me  to  you " 

"  I  am  not  going  to  America,  Natalie." 

She  looked  up  bewildered. 

'T  have  been  commissioned  to  perform  another 
duty — more  immediate,  more  definite.  And  I 
must  tell  you  now,  Natalie — all  that  I  dare  tell 
you ;  you  must  be  prepared ;  it  is  a  duty  which 
will  cost  me  my  life." 

"Your  life?"  she  repeated,  in  a  bewildered, 
wild  way,  and  she  hastily  drew  her  hand  away 
from  his.     "  Your  life  ?  " 

"Hush,  Natalie!" 

"  You  are  to  die  ? "  she  exclaimed  ;  and  she 
gazed  with  terror-stricken  eyes  into  his  face. 
She  forgot  all  about  his  allegiance  to  the 
Society ;  she  forgot  all  about  her  theories  of  self- 
sacrifice ;     she    only   heard    that    the    man    she 
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loved  was  doomed ;  and  she  said  in  a  low, 
hoarse  voice — "And  it  is  I,  then,  who  have 
murdered  you ! " 

"  NataHe ! "  he  cried ;  and  he  would  have 
taken  her  hand  again  ;  but  she  withdrew  from 
him,  shuddering.  She  clasped  her  hands  over 
her  face. 

"  Oh,  do  not  touch  me,"  she  said,  "  do  not 
come  near  me.  I  have  murdered  you  :  it  is  I 
who  have  murdered  you  !" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  Natalie,  be  calm  !  "  he 
said  to  her,  in  a  low,  earnest  voice.  "  Think  of 
your  mother  :  do  not  alarm  her.  You  knew  we 
might  be  parted  for  years — well,  this  parting  is 
a  little  worse  to  bear,  that  is  all — and  you,  who 
gave  me  this  ring,  you  are  not  going  to  say 
a  word  of  regret.  No,  no,  Natalushka,  many 
thousands  and  thousands  of  people  in  the  world 
have  gone  through  what  stands  before  us  now ; 
and  wives  have  parted  from  their  husbands  with- 
out a  single  tear,  so  proud  were  they " 

She  looked  up  quickly  ;  her  face  was  white. 

"  I  have  no  tears,"  she  said,  "  none  !  But  some 
wives  have  crone  with  their  husbands  into  the 
danger,  and  have  died  too — ah,  how  happy  that 
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were  for  any  one ! — and  I,  why  may  not  I  go  ?  I 
am  not  afraid  to  die." 

He  laid  his  hand  gently  on  the  dark  hair. 

"  My  child,  it  is  impossible,"  he  said;  and  then 
he  added,  rather  sadly,  "  It  is  not  an  enterprise 
that  any  one  is  likely  to  gain  any  honour  by ;  it  is 
far  from  that.  But  it  has  to  be  undertaken  ;  that 
is  enough.  As  for  you — you  have  your  mother 
to  care  for  now.  Will  not  that  fill  your  life  with 
gladness  ?  " 

"  How  soon — do~you  go  away  ?  "  she  asked, 
in  a  low  voice. 

"  Almost  immediately,"  he  said,  watching  her. 
She  had  not  shed  a  single  tear ;  but  there  was  a 
strange  look  on  her  face.  "  Nothing  is  to  be  said 
about  it.  I  shall  be  supposed  to  have  started  on 
a  travelling  expedition,  that  is  all." 

"  And  you  go — for  ever  ?  " 

''  Yes." 

She  rose. 

"  We  shall  see  you  yet  before  you  go  ?  " 

"  Natalie,"  he  said,  in  despair,  "  I  had  come  to 
try  to  say  good-bye  to  you.  But  I  cannot,  my 
darling,  I  cannot !     I  must  see  you  again." 

"  I  do  not  understand  why  you  should  wish  to 
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see  again  one  like  me,"  she  said,  slowly  ;  and  the 
voice  did  not  sound  like  her  own  voice.     "  I  have 
given  you  over  to  death  ;  and,  more  than  that,  to 
a  death  that  is  not  honourable  ;  and  yet  I  cannot 
even    tell  you  that  I  am  grieved.      But  there  is 
pain  here."     She  put  her   hand  over  her  heart  ; 
she  staggered  back  a  little  bit ;  he  caught  her. 
"  Natalie— Natalie  ! " 
"  It  is  a  pain  that  kills,"  she  said,  wildly. 
"  Natalie,  where  is  your  courage  ?     I  give  my 
life  without  question  ;    you  must   bear  your  part 
too." 

She  still  held  her  hand  over  her  bosom. 
"  Yes,"    she    said,    as    if   she   had    not   heard 
him,   "  that  is  what  they  say ;    it  kills,  this  pain 
in  the  heart.     Why  not — if  one  does  not  wish  to 
live?" 

At   this   moment   the   door  was  opened,  and 
the  m.other  came  into  the  room. 

"Madame,"  said  Brand,  quickly,  "come  and 
speak  to  your  daughter.  I  have  had  to  tell  her 
something  that  has  upset  her,  perhaps,  for  a 
moment ;  but  you  will  console  her  ;  she  is  brave." 
"  Child,  how  you  tremble,  and  how  cold  your 
hands  are !  "  the  mother  cried. 
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"  It  does  not  matter,  mother.  From  every 
pain  there  is  a  release,  is  there  not  ? " 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  Natalushka ! " 

"And  I — and  I,  mother " 

She  was  on  the  point  of  breaking  down  ;  but 
she  held  firm. 

Then  she  released  herself  from  her  mother's 
hold,  and  went  forward  and  took  her  lover's  hand, 
and  regarded  him  with  the  sad,  tearless,  beautiful 
eyes. 

"  I  have  been  selfish,"  she  said ;  "  I  have  been 
thinking  of  myself,  when  that  is  needless.  For 
me,  there  will  be  a  release — quickly  enough :  I 
shall  pray  for  it.  Now  tell  me  what  I  must  do  : 
I  will  obey  you." 

"  First,  then,"  said  he,  speaking  in  a  low  voice, 
and  in  English,  so  that  her  mother  should  not 
understand,  "you  must  make  light  of  this  affair, 
or  you  will  distress  your  mother  greatly,  and  she 
is  not  able  to  bear  distress.  Some  day,  if  you 
think  it  right,  you  may  tell  her;  you  know 
nothing  that  could  put  the  enterprise  in  peril ; 
she  will  be  as  discreet  and  silent  as  yourself, 
Natalie.  Then  you  must  jDut  it  out  of  your 
mind,  my  darling,  that  you   have   any  share   in 
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what  has  occurred.  What  have  I  to  reeret  ? 
My  life  was  worthless  to  me ;  you  made  it 
beautiful  for  a  time ;  perhaps,  who  knows,  it 
may  after  all  turn  out  to  have  been  of  some 
service  ;  and  then  there  can  be  no  regret  at 
all.  They  think  so ;  and  it  is  not  for  me  to 
question." 

"  May  I  not  tell  my  mother  now  ?  "  she  said, 
imploringly.  *'  Dearest,  how  can  I  speak  to  her, 
and  be  thinking  of  you  far  away  ?  " 

"  As  you  please,  Natalie.  The  little  I  have 
told  you  or  Evelyn  can  do  no  harm,  so  long 
as  you  keep  it  amongst  yourselves." 

"  But  I  shall  see  you  again  ?  "  It  was  her 
heart  that  cried  to  him. 

"  Oh  yes,  Natalie,"  he  said,  gravely.  "  I  may 
not  have  to  leave  Enoland  for  a  week  or  two. 
I  will  see  you  as  often  as  I  can  until  I  go,  my 
darling — though  it  may  only  be  torture  to  you." 

"  Torture  ?  "  she  said,  sadly.  "  That  will 
come  after — until  there  is  an  end  of  the  pain." 

"  Hush,  you  must  not  talk  like  that.  You 
have  now  one  with  you  whom  it  is  your  duty 
to  support  and  console.  She  has  not  had  a  very 
happy  life  either,  Natalie." 
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He  was  glad  now  that  he  was  able  to  leave 
this  terror-stricken  girl  in  such  tender  hands. 
And  as  for  himself,  he  found,  when  he  had  left, 
that  somehow  the  strengthening  of  another  had 
strengthened  himself.  He  had  less  dread  of 
the  future  ;  his  face  was  firm ;  the  time  for  vain 
regrets  was  over. 


CHAPTER  III. 


A    QUARREL. 


Meaxwiiile,  almost  Immediately  after  George 
Brand  had  left  the  house  in  Lisle  Street,  Reitzei 
and  Beratinsky  left  also.  On  shutting  the  street- 
door  behind  them,  Beratinsky  bade  a  curt  good- 
night to  his  companion,  and  turned  to  go ;  but 
Reitzei,  who  seemed  to  be  in  very  high  spirits^ 
stayed  him. 

"  No,  no,  friend  Beratinsky  ;  after  such  a  fine 
night's  work,  I  say  we  must  have  a  glass  of  wine 
together.     We  will  walk  up  to  the  Ctdtui'verein!' 

"It  is  late,"  said  the  other,  somewhat  ungra- 
ciously. 

"  Never  mind.  An  hour,  three-quarters  of  an 
hour,  half  an  hour,  what  matter  ?  Come,"  said  he, 
laying  hold  of  his  arm  and  taking  him  away 
unwillingly,  "  it  is  not  polite  of  you  to  force  me  to 
invite  myself.      I  do  not  suppose  it  is  the  cost  of 

3.  — XI.  D 
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the  wine  you  are  thinking  of.  Mark  my  words, 
when  I  am  elected  a  member,  I  shall  not  be 
stingy." 

Beratinsky  suffered  himself  to  be  led  away  ; 
and  together  the  two  walked  up  towards  Oxford 
Street.  Beratinsky  was  silent,  and  even  surly  ; 
Reitzei  garrulous  and  self-satisfied. 

"  Yes,  I  repeat  it ;  a  good  night's  work.  For 
the  thing  had  to  be  done ;  there  were  the 
Council's  orders ;  and  who  so  appropriate  as  the 
Englishman  ?  Had  it  been  you  or  I,  Beratinsky, 
or  Lind,  how  could  any  one  of  us  have  been 
spared  ?  No  doubt  the  Englishman  would  have 
been  glad  to  have  Lind's  place — yes,  and  Lind's 
daughter,  too :  however,  that  is  all  settled  now  ; 
and  very  well  done.  I  say  it  was  very  well  done, 
on  the  part  of  Lind.  And  what  did  you  think  of 
my  part,  friend  Beratinsky  ?  " 

"  I  think  you  made  a  fool  of  yourself,  friend 
Reitzei,"  said  the  other,  abruptly. 

Reitzei  was  a  vain  young  man  ;  and  he  had 
been  fishing  for  praise. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  he  said, 
angrily. 

"  What  I  mean  I  say,"  replied  the  other,  with 
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something  very  like  cool  contempt.  "  I  say  you 
made  a  fool  of  yourself.  When  a  man  is  drunk 
he  does  his  best  to  appear  sober ;  you,  beingr 
sober,  tried  to  appear  drunk — and  made  a  fool  of 
yourself." 

"  My  friend  Beratinsky,"  said  the  younger  man, 
hotly,  "  you  have  a  right  to  your  own  opinion — 
every  man  has  that.  But  you  should  take  care 
not  to  make  an  ass  of  yourself  by  expressing  it. 
I  )o  not  speak  of  things  you  know  nothing  about 
— that  is  my  advice  to  you." 

Beratinsky  did  not  answer ;  and  the  two 
walked  on  in  silence  until  they  reached  the  Vcrcin 
and  entered  the  long,  resounding  hall,  which  was 
nearly  empty.  But  the  few  members  who 
remained  were  making  up  for  their  paucity  of 
numbers  by  their  mirth  and  noise.  As  Beratinsky 
and  his  companion  took  their  seats  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  table,  the  chairman  struck  his  hammer 
violently,  and  commanded  silence.* 

"  Silentium,  meine  Herren  ! "  he  thundered  out. 
"  I  have  a  secret  to  communicate.  A  irreat 
honour  has  been  done  one  of  our  members  ;  ami 
even  his  overwhelming  modesty  permits  it  to  be 
known  at  last.      Our  good   friend    Josef  Hempel 
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has    been   appointed    Hof-Maler   to    the    Grand 

Duke  of  .      I  call  on  you  to  drink  his  health 

and  the  Grand  Duke's  too  ! " 

Then  there  was  a  quick  filling  of  glasses ;  a 
general  uprising ;  cries  of  "  Hempel ! "  "  Hempel !  " 
"  The  Duke  ! "  followed  by  a  resounding  chorus — 

'■'■  Hoch  so  lien  sie  Ichen  I 
Hoch  sollen  sie  leben  I 
Drciinal  hoch  ! — " 

that  echoed  away  down  the  empty  hall.  Then 
the  tumult  subsided  ;  and  the  president,  rising, 
said  gravely — 

"  I  now  call  on  our  good  friend  Hempel  to 
reply  to  the  toast ;  and  to  give  us  a  few  remarks 
on  the    condition   of  art  in  the  Grand  Duchy  of 

,  with  some  observations   and  reflections  on 

the  altered  position  of  the  Duchy  since  the  unifi- 
cation of  our  Fatherland." 

In  answer  to  this  summons  there  rose  to  his 
feet  a  short,  stoiit  old  gentleman,  with  a  remark- 
ably fresh  complexion,  silvery-white  hair,  and 
merry  blue  eyes  that  peered  through  gold-rimmed 
spectacles.  He  was  all  smiles  and  blushes  ;  and 
the  longer  they  cheered,  the  more  did  he  smile 
and  blush. 
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"  Gentlemen,"  he  said  ;  and  this  was  the  signal 
for  further  cheering.  "  Gentlemen,"  said  the 
blushing  orator,  at  length,  "our  friend  is  at  his 
old  tricks.  I  cannot  make  a  speech  to  you — 
except  this :  I  ask  you  to  drink  a  glass  of  cham- 
pagne with  me.      Kellner — Champagner  !  " 

And  he  incontinently  dropped  into  his  seat 
again,  having  forgotten  altogether  to  acknowledge 
the  compliment  paid  to  himself  and  the  Grand 
Duke. 

However,  this  was  like  the  letting  in  of  water. 
For  no  sooner  had  the  two  or  three  bottles  ordered 
by  Herr  Hempel  been  exhausted  than  one  after 
another  of  his  companions  seemed  to  consider  it 
was  their  turn  now ;  and  loud-shouted  orders 
were  continually  being  administered  to  the  busy 
waiter.  Wine  flowed  and  sparkled  ;  cigars  were 
freely  exchanged  ;  the  volume  of  conversation 
rose  in  tone,  for  all  were  speaking  at  once  ;  the 
din  became  fast  and  furious. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  Reitzei  alone  sat  apart 
and  silent.  Ever  since  coming  into  the  room  the 
attention  of  Beratinsky  had  been  monopolized  by 
his  neighbour,  who  had  just  come  back  from  a 
ereat  artistic  fete  in  some  German  town,  and  who, 
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dressed  as  the  Emperor  Barbarossa,  and  followed 
by  his  knights,  had  ridden  up  the  big  staircase 
into  the  town-hall.  The  festivities  had  lasted  for 
a  fortnight;  the  Staatsweinkeller  had  furnished 
liberal  supplies ;  the  Princess  Adelheld  had  been 
present  at  the  crowning  ceremony.  Then  he  had 
brought  with  him  sketches  of  the  various  cos- 
tumes, and  so  forth  :  perhaps  it  was  inadver- 
tently that    Beratinsky  so   grossly    neglected  his 


guest. 


The  susceptible  vanity  of  Reitzei  had  been 
deeply  wounded  before  he  entered ;  but  now  the 
cup  of  his  wrath  was  filled  to  overflowing.  The 
more  champagne  he  drank — and  there  was  plenty 
coming  and  going — the  more  sullen  he  became. 
For  the  rest,  he  had  forgotten  the  circumstance 
that  he  had  already  drank  two  glasses  of  brandy 
before  his  arrival,  and  that  he  had  eaten  nothing 
since  mid-day. 

At  length  Beratinsky  turned  to  him. 

"  Will  you  have  a  cigar,  Reitzei  ?  " 

Reitzei's  first  impulse  was  to  refuse  to  speak. 
But  his  wrongs  forced  him.      He  said,  coldly — 

"  No,  thanks.  I  have  already  been  offered 
a  cigar,  by  the  gentleman  next  me.     Perhaps  you 
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will    kindly   tell    me   how  one,  being   sober,  had 
any  need  to  pretend  to  be  sober  ?  " 

Beratinsky  stared  at  him. 

"  Oh.  you  are  thinking-  about  that  yet,  are 
you  ?  "  he  said,  indifferently  ;  and,  at  this  moment, 
as  his  neighbour  called  his  attention  to  some 
further  sketches,  he  again  turned  away. 

But  now  the  souls  of  the  sons  of  the  Father- 
land, warmed  with  wine,  began  to  think  of  home, 
and  love,  and  patriotism  ;  and  longed  for  some 
more  melodious  utterances  than  this  continuous 
cruttural  clatter.  Silence  was  commanded.  A 
handsome  young  fellow,  slim  and  dark,  clearly  a 
Jew,  ascended  the  platform,  and  sat  down  at  the 
piano ;  the  bashful  Hempel,  still  blushing  and 
laughing,  was  induced  to  follow  ;  together  the)" 
sang,  amid  comparative  silence,  a  duet  of  Men- 
delssohn's, set  for  tenor  and  baritone  ;  and  sang 
it  very  well  indeed.  There  was  great  applause ; 
but  Hempel  insisted  on  retiring.  Left  to  himself, 
the  young  man  with  the  handsome  profile  and 
the  finely  set  head  played  a  few  bars  of  prelude, 
and  then,  in  a  remarkably  clear  and  resonant 
voice,  sang  Braga's  mystical  and  tender  Serenade 
— the  "' Ldgcndc    Valaquc'^ — amid   a  silence   now 
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quite  secured.  But  what  was  this  one  voice  or  that 
to  all  the  passion  of  music  demanding  utterance  ? 
Soon  there  was  a  call  to  the  young  gentleman  to 
play  an  accompaniment  ;  and  a  huge,  black-a- 
vised  Hessian,  still  sitting  at  the  table,  held  up 
his  brimming  glass,  and  began,  in  a  voice  like  a 
hundred  kettle-drums : 

"  Ich  nehm'  mein  Glaschen  in  die  Hand  : " 

Then  came  the  universal  shout  of  the  chorus, 
ringing  to  the  roof : 

*'  Vive  la  Compagneia  /" 
Again  the  raucous  voice  bawled  aloud — 

''  Und  fahr'  damit  in's  Unterland  : " 

And  again  the  thunder  of  the  chorus,  this  time 
prolonged ;  with  much  beating  of  time  on  the 
table,  and  jangling  of  wine-glasses. 

"  Vive  la  Compagneia  / 
Vive  la,  vive  la,  vive  la,  va  !  vive  la,  vive  la,  hopsasa  ! 
"  Vive  la  Compagneia  T^ 

And  so  on  to  the  end,  the  chorus  becoming 
stormier  and  more  thunderous  than  ever.  Then, 
when  peace  had  been  restored,  there  was  a 
general    rising ;    though   here   and   there   a   final 
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glass  was  drunk  with  "  stosst  an  !  sctzt  an  !  fcrtig  ! 
los  ! "  and  its  attendant  ceremonies.  The  meeting 
had  broken  up  by  common  consent.  There  was  a 
shuffling  of  footsteps  and  some  disjointed  talking 
and  calling  down  the  empty  hall,  where  the  lights 
were  already  being  put  out. 

Reitzei  had  sat  silent  during  all  this  chorus- 
singing  ;  though  ordinarily,  being  an  excitable 
person,  and  indeed  rather  proud  of  his  voice,  he 
was  ready  to  roar  with  any  one.  And  in  silence, 
too,  he  walked  away  with  Beratinsky,  who  either 
was  or  appeared  to  be  quite  unconscious  of  his 
companion's  state  of  mind.  At  length  Reitzei 
stopped  short — ^Oxford  Street  at  this  time  of  the 
morning  was  perfectly  silent — and  said — 

"  Beratinsky,  I  have  a  word  to  say  to  you." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  other ;  though  he  seemed 
surprised. 

"  I  may  tell  you  your  manners  are  none  of  the 
best." 

Beratinsky  looked  at  him. 

"Nor  your  temper,"  said  he,  "one  would 
think.  Do  you  still  go  back  to  what  I  said 
about  your  piece  of  acting  ?  You  arc  a  child, 
Reitzei." 
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"  I  do  not  care  about  that,"  said  Reitzei,  con- 
temptuously— though  he  was  not  speaking  the 
truth :  his  self-satisfaction  had  been  grievously 
hurt.  "  You  put  too  great  a  value  on  your 
opinion,  Beratinsky.  It  is  not  everything  that 
you  know  about  :  we  will  let  that  pass.  But 
when  one  goes  into  a  society  as  a  guest,  one 
expects  to  be  treated  as  a  guest.  No  matter. 
I  was  among  my  own  countrymen  ;  I  was  well 
enough  entertained." 

"It   appears    so!"    said    Beratinsky,   with    a 

sneer.      "  I  should  say  too  well.      My  dear  friend 
Reitzei,  I  am  afraid  you  have  been  having  a  little 

too  much  champagne." 

"It  was  none  that  you  paid  for,  at  all  events," 

was  the  quick  retort.     "No  matter.     I  was  among 

my  own  countrymen  ;  they  are  civil ;  they  are  not 

niggardly." 

"  They  can  afford  to  spend,"  said  the  other, 

laughing  sardonically,   "  out  of  the  plunder  they 

take  from  others." 

"  They  have  fought  for  what  they  have,"  the 

other  said,  hotly.     "  Your  countrymen  :  what  have 

they  ever  done  ?     Have  they  fought  ?     No  :  they 

have  conspired  ;  and  then  run  awa}-." 
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But  Beratinsky  was  much  too  cool-blooded  a 
man  to  get  into  a  quarrel  of  this  kind.  Besides, 
he  noticed  that  Reitzei's  speech  was  occasionally 
a  little  thick. 

"  I  would  advise  you  to  go  home  and  get  to 
bed,  friend  Reitzei,"  said  he. 

"  Not  until  I  have  said  something  to  you, 
Mr.  Beratinsky,"  said  the  other,  with  mock  polite- 
ness. *'  I  have  this  to  say,  that  your  ways  of  late 
have  been  a  little  too  uncivil.  You  have  been 
just  rather  too  insolent,  my  good  friend.  Now 
I  tell  you  frankly  it  does  not  do  for  one  in  your 
position  to  be  uncivil  and  to  make  enemies." 

"  For  one  in  my  position ! "  Beratinsky  re- 
peated, in  a  tone  of  raillery. 

"  You  think  it  is  a  joke,  then,  what  happened 
to-night  ?  ■' 

"  Oh,  that  is  what  )-ou  mean !  But  if  that 
is  my  position,  what  other  is  yours,  friend 
Reitzei  ? " 

"  You  pretend  not  to  know  ?     I  will  tell   you. 
That  was  got  up  between  you  and  Lind.      I  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it." 
"Ho!  ho!" 
"  You  may  laugh ;  but  take  care  you  do  not 
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laugh  the  other  way,"  said  the  younger  man,  who 
had  worked  himself  into  a  fury,  and  was  all  the 
madder  on  account  of  the  cynical  Indifference  of 
his  antagonist.  "  I  tell  you  I  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it.  It  was  your  scheme,  and  Lind's.  I  did 
as  I  was  bid.  I  tell  you  I  could  make  this  very 
plain  if " 

He  hesitated. 

"  Well — if  what  ?  "  Beratinsky  said,  calmly, 

"  You  know  very  w^ell.  I  say  you  are  not 
in  a  position  to  insult  people  and  make  enemies. 
You  are  a  very  clever  man,  In  your  own  estima- 
tion, my  friend  Beratinsky ;  but  I  would  give  you 
the  advice  to  be  a  little  more  civil." 

Beratinsky  regarded  him  for  a  second  in  silence. 

"  I  scarcely  know  whether  it  Is  worth  while  to 
point  out  certain  things  to  you,  friend  Reltzei,  or 
whether  to  leave  you  to  go  home  and  sleep  off 
your  anger." 

"My  anger,  as  you  call  It,  Is  not  a  thing  of  the 
moment.  Oh,  I  assure  you  J  It  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  champagne  I  have  just  drank,  and 
which  was  not  paid  for  by  you,  thank  God !  No  ; 
my  anger — my  wish  to  have  you  alter  your 
manner  a  little — has  been  growing  for  some  time  ; 
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but  it  is  of  late,  my  clear  Beratinsky,  that  }-ou  ha\'e 
become  more  unbearable  than  ever," 

"  Don't  make  a  fool  of  yourself,  Reitzei.  I  at 
least  am  not  going'  to  stand  in  the  streets  talking 
nonsense  at  two  in  the  morning.     Good-night ! " 

He  stepped  from  the  pavement  on  to  the 
street,   to  cross. 

"  Stop !  "  said  Reitzei,  seizing  his  arm  with 
both  hands. 

Beratinsky  shook  him  off  violently ;  and 
turned.  There  might  have  been  a  blow ;  but 
Reitzei,  who  was  a  coward,  shrank  back. 

Beratinsky  advanced. 
"  Look  here,  Reitzei,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice. 
"  I  think  you  are  sober  enough  to  understand  this. 
You  were  throwing  out  vague  threats  about  what 
you  might  do  or  might  not  do.  That  means  that 
you  think  you  could  go  and  tell  something  about 
the  proceedings  of  to-night.     You  are  a  fool." 

"  Very  well — very  well." 

"  Perhaps  you  do  not  remember,  for  example, 
Clause  I. — the  very  first  clause — in  the  Obligations 
bindincr  on  Officers  of  the  Second  Deofree.  You 
do  not  remember  that,  perhaps  ?  "  He  was  now 
talking  in  a  quietly  contemptuous  way  ;  the  little 
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spasm  of  anger  that  had  disturbed  him  when 
Reitzei  put  his  hands  on  his  arm  had  immediately 
passed  away.  "The  punishment  for  any  one 
revealing,  for  any  reason  or  purpose  whatever, 
what  has  been  done  or  is  about  to  be  done  by 
orders  of  the  Council  or  by  any  one  acting  under 
these  orders — you  remember  the  rest,  my  friend  ? 
The  punishment  is  death.  My  good  Reitzei,  do 
not  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  your  con- 
panionship.  And  do  not  imagine  that  you  can 
force  people  to  be  polite  to  you  by  threats  ;  that 
is  not  the  way  at  all.  Go  home  and  sleep  away 
your  anger ;  and  do  not  imagine  that  you  have 
any  advantage  in  your  position  ;  or  that  you  are 
less  responsible  for  what  has  been  done  than  any 
one." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  said  Reitzei, 
sullenly. 

"In  the  morning  you  will  be  sure,"  said  the 
other,  compassionately,  as  if  he  were  talking  to  a 
child. 

He  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Come,  friend  Reitzei,"  said  he,  with  a  sort  of 
pitying  kindness,  "  you  will  find  in  the  morning 
it  will  be  all  right.     What  happened  to-night  was 
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well  arranged,  and  well  executed  ;  everybody 
must  be  satisfied.  And  if  you  were  a  little  too 
exuberant  in  your  protestations,  a  little  too 
anxious  to  accept  the  work  yourself,  and  rather 
too  demonstrative  with  your  tremblings  and  your 
professions  of  courage  and  your  clutching  at  the 
bottle :  what  then  ?  Every  one  is  not  a  born 
actor.  Every  one  must  make  a  mistake  some- 
times.     But  you  won't  take  my  hand  ?  " 

"  Oh,  JNIr.  Beratinsky,"  said  the  other,  with 
profound  scarcasm,  ''  how  could  you  expect  it  ? 
Take  the  hand  of  one  so  wise  as  you,  so  great  as 
you,  such  a  logician  as  you  are  }  It  would  be  too 
much  honour.  But  if  you  will  allow  me  I  will  bid 
you  good-night." 

He  turned  abruptly,  and  left.  Beratinsky  stood 
for  a  moment  or  so,  looking  after  him ;  then  he 
burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  that  sounded  along  the 
empty  street.  Reitzei  heard  the  laughing,  behind 
him. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

A    TWICE-TOLD    TALE. 

When  the  door  had  closed  on  George  Brand, 
Natalie  stood  for  a  second  or  two  uncertain, 
to  collect  her  bewildered  thoughts.  She  heard 
his  footsteps  growing  fainter  and  fainter ;  the 
world  seemed  to  sway  around  her  ;  life  itself  to 
be  slipping  away.  Then  suddenly  she  turned ; 
and  seized  her  mother  by  both  her  hands. 

"  Child,  child,  what  is  the  matter  ? "  the 
mother  cried,  terrified  by  the  piteous  eyes  and 
white  lips. 

"  Ah,  you  could  not  have  guessed !  "  the  girl 
said,  wildly.  "  You  could  not  have  guessed,  from 
his  manner,  what  he  has  told  me,  could  you  ? 
He  is  not  one  to  say  much.  He  is  not  one  to 
complain.  But  he  is  about  to  lose  his  life, 
mother — to  lose  his  life  !  And  it  is  I  who  have 
led  him  to  this ;  it  is  I  who  have  killed  him  ! " 
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''Natalie!"  the  mother  exclaimed,  turning 
rather  pale.  "  You  don't  know  what  )ou  are 
saying ! " 

"  But  it  is  true !  Do  not  you  understand, 
mother  ? "  the  girl  said,  despairingly.  "  The 
Society  has  given  him  some  duty  to  do— now. 
at  once  ;  and  it  will  cost  him  his  life.  Oh,  do 
you  think  he  complains  ? — no,  he  is  not  one  to 
complain  !  He  says  it  is  nothing  ;  he  has  pledged 
himself ;  he  will  obey  ;  and  what  is  the  value  of 
his  one  single  life  ?  That  is  the  way  he  talks, 
mother!  And  the  parting  between  him  and 
me — that  is  so  near,  so  near  now — what  is  that, 
when  there  are  thousands  and  thousands  of  such 
every  time  that  war  is  declared  ?  I  am  to  make 
light  of  it,  mother  ;  I  am  to  think  it  is  nothing  at 
all — that  he  should  be  going  away  to  die  !  " 

She  had  been  talking  quite  wildly,  almost 
incoherently  ;  she  had  not  observed  that  her 
mother  had  grown  paler  than  ever.  Nor  had  she 
heard  the  half-murmured  exclamation  of  the  elder 
woman — 

"  No,  no — not  the  story  twice  told  !  He  could 
not  do  that !  " 

Then,  with  an  unusual  hrmness  and  decision. 
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she  led  her  daughter  to  the  easy-chair,  and  made 
her  sit  down. 

"  NataHe,"  she  said,  in  earnest  and  grave 
tones,  without  any  excitement  whatever,  ''you 
have  told  me  your  father  was  very  much  against 
your  marrying  Mr.  Brand." 

There  was  no  answer.  The  girl  sitting  there 
could  only  think  of  that  terrible  thing  facing  her 
in  the  immediate  future. 

"  Natalie,"  said  her  mother,  firmly.  "  I  wish 
you  to  listen.  You  said  your  father  was  opposed 
to  your  marriage — that  he  would  not  hear  of  it. 
And  you  remember  telling  me  how  Mr.  Brand 
had  refused  to  hand  over  his  property  to  the 
Society  }  And  you  talked  of  going  to  America, 
if  Mr.  Brand  were  sent.  Natalie,  this  is  your 
father's  doing." 

She  looked  up  quickly,  not  understanding. 
The  elder  woman  flushed  slightly,  but  continued 
in  clear  and  even  tones. 

"  Perhaps  I  am  wrong,  Natalushka ;  perhaps 
I  should  not  teach  you  to  suspect  your  father. 
But  that  is  how  I  see  it :  this  is  what  I  believe — 
that  Mr.  Brand,  if  what  you  say  is  true,  is  to  be 
sacrificed,  not  in  the  interests  of  the  Society,  but 
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because  your  father  is  determined  to  get  him  out 
of  the  way." 

"  Oh,  mother,  it  is  impossible  !  How  could 
any  one  be  so  cruel !" 

"  It  would  be  strange  if  the  story  were  to  be 
twice  told,"  the  mother  said,  absently.  Then  she 
took  a  stool  beside  her  daughter  ;  and  sat  down 
beside  her  ;  and  took  one  of  her  hands  in  both 
hers.    It  was  a  reversal  of  their  ordinary  positions. 

"  Listen,  Natalie  ;  I  am  going  to  tell  you  a 
story,"  she  said,  with  a  curious  resignation  and 
sadness  in  her  voice.  "  I  had  thought  it  might 
be  unnecessary  to  tell  it  to  you  ;  when  Mr.  Brand 
spoke  of  it,  I  said  no.  But  you  will  judge  for 
yourself ;  and  it  will  distract  your  mind  for  a 
little.  You  must  think  of  a  young  girl  something- 
like  yourself,  Natalushka  ;  not  so  handsome  as 
you  are ;  but  a  little  pretty ;  and  with  many 
friends.  Oh  yes,  many  friends;  for  at  that  time 
the  family  were  in  very  brilliant  society  and  had 
large  estates — alas  !  the  estates  were  soon  all  lost 
in  politics  ;  and  all  that  remained  to  the  family 
was  their  name  and  some  tales  of  what  they 
had  done.  Well,  this  young  lady,  amongst  all 
her    friends,    had    one    or    two    sweethearts,    as 
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was  natural  ;  for  there  was  a  great  coming  and 
going  then,  before  the  troubles  broke  out ;  and 
many  visitors  at  the  house.  Only  every  one 
thought  she  ought  to  marry  her  cousin  Konrad  ; 
for  they  had  been  brought  up  together ;  and 
this  cousin  Konrad  was  a  good-looking  young 
man,  and  amiable,  and  her  parents  would  have 
approved.  Are  you  sure  you  are  listening  to  my 
story,  Natalushka  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  mother,"  she  said,   in  a  low  voice. 
"  I  think  I  understand." 

"Well,"  continued  the  mother,  with  rather  a 
sad  smile,  "  you  know  that  a  girl  does  not 
always  choose  the  one  whom  her  friends  choose 
for  her.  Among  the  two  or  three  sweethearts — 
that  is,  those  who  wished  to  be  sweethearts,  do 
you  understand,  Natalushka — there  was  one  who 
was  more  audacious,  perhaps,  more  persistent, 
than  the  others  ;  and  then  he  was  a  man  of  great 
ambition,  and  of  strong  political  views  ;  and  the 
young  lady  I  was  telling  you  about,  Natalushka, 
had  been  brought  up  in  a  political  atmosphere, 
and  had  opinions  also.  She  believed  this  man 
was  capable  of  doing  great  things ;  and  her 
friends   not   objecting,   she,   after  a   few  years   of 
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waiting,  owing  to  the  troubles  of  political  matters, 
married  him  !  " 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment  or  two. 

"  Yes,  they  were  married,"  she  continued,  with 
a  sigh.  "  And  for  a  time  everything  was  happy  ; 
though  the  political  affairs  were  so  untoward,  and 
cost  much  suffering  and  danger.  The  young 
wife  only  admired  her  husband's  determined  will, 
his  audacity,  his  ambition  after  leadership  and 
power.  But  in  the  midst  of  all  this,  as  time  went 
on,  he  began  to  grow  jealous  of  the  cousin 
Konrad ;  and  Konrad,  though  he  was  a  light- 
hearted  young  fellow,  and  meaning  no  harm 
whatever,  resented  being  forbidden  to  see  his 
cousin.  He  refused  to  cease  visiting  the  house  ; 
though  the  young  wife  begged  him  to  do  so. 
He  was  very  proud,  and  self-willed,  you  must 
know,  Natalushka.  Well,  the  husband  did  not 
say  much  ;  but  he  was  morose  ;  and  once  or 
twice  he  said  to  his  wife,  '  It  is  not  vour  fault 
that  your  cousin  is  impertinent ;  but  let  him  take 
care.'  Then,  one  day,  an  old  friend  of  the  wife's 
father  came  to  her  and  said  :  '  Do  you  know  \\  hat 
has  happened  ?  You  are  not  likely  to  see  your 
cousin     Konrad    again.       The    Russian    General 
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,  whom  we  bribed  with  twenty -four  thousand 


roubles  to  give  us  ten  passports  for  crossing  the 
frontier,  now  refuses  to  give  them ;  and  Konrad 
has  been  sent  to  kill  him,  as  a  warning  to  the 
others.  He  will  be  taken,  and  hanged !  I  forgot 
to  tell  you,  Natalushka,  that  the  girl  I  am  speak- 
ing of  was  in  all  the  secrets  of  the  association 
which  had  been  started.  You  are  more  fortunate  ; 
you  know  nothing." 

The  interest  of  the  listener  had  now  been 
thoroughly  aroused.  She  had  turned  towards 
her  mother ;  and  had  put  her  remaining  hand 
over  hers. 

"  Well,  this  friend  hinted  something  more. 
He  hinted  that  it  was  the  husband  of  this  young 
wife  who  had  sent  Konrad  on  this  mission  ;  and 
that  the  means  employed  had  not  been  quite  fair." 

"Mother!  What  do  you  mean!"  Natalie 
said,  breathlessly. 

"  I  am  telling  you  a  story  that  really  happened, 
Natalushka,"  said  the  mother,  calmly,  and  with 
the  same  pathetic  touch  in  her  voice.  "  Then 
the  young  wife,  without  consideration,  so  anxious 
was  she  to  save  the  life  of  her  cousin,  went 
straight  to  the  highest  authorities  of  the  associa- 
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tion,  and  appealed  to  them.  The  influence  of  licr 
family  aided  her.  She  was  Hstened  to  ;  there 
was  an  examination  ;  what  the  friend  had  hinted 
was  found  to  be  true  ;  the  commission  was 
annulled  ;  Konrad  was  given  his  liberty." 

"  Yes,  yes  !  "  said  Natalie,  eagerly. 

*'  But  listen,  Natalushka  ;  I  said  I  would  tell 
you  the  whole  story  ;  it  has  been  kept  from  )-ou 
for  many  a  year.  When  it  was  found  that  the 
husband  had  made  use  of  the  machinery  of  the 
association  for  his  own  ends — which,  it  appears, 
was  a  great  crime  in  their  eyes — he  was  degraded  ; 
and  forbidden  all  hope  of  joining  the  Council,  the 
ruling  bod)'.  He  was  in  a  terrible  rage  ;  for  he 
was  mad  with  ambition.  He  drove  the  wife 
from  his  house  ;  rather,  he  left  the  house  himself ; 
and  he  took  away  with  him  their  only  child, 
a  little  girl,  scarcely  two  years  old  ;  and  he 
threatened  the  mother  with  the  most  terrible 
penalties  if  ever  again  she  should  speak  to  her 
own  child.  Natalushka — do  you  understand  me  .'* 
— do  you  wonder  that  my  face  is  worn  with  grief  ? 
For  sixteen  years  that  mother,  who  loved  her 
daughter  better  than  anything  in  the  world,  was 
not  permitted  to  speak  to  her — could  only  regard 
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her  from  a  distance,  and  not  tell  her  how  she 
loved  her." 

The  girl  uttered  a  cry  of  compassion ;  and 
wound  her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck. 

"  Oh,  the  cruelty  of  it ! — the  cruelty  of  it, 
mother !  But  why  did  you  not  come  to  me  ? 
Do  you  think  I  would  not  have  left  everything 
to  go  with  you — you,  alone  and  suffering  ?  " 

For  a  time  the  mother  could  not  answer  ;  so 
deep  were  her  sobs. 

"  Natalushka,"  she  said,  at  length,  in  a  broken 
voice,  "  no  fear  of  any  danger  threatening  myself 
would  have  kept  me  from  you  ;  be  sure  of  that. 
But  there  was  something  else.  My  father  had 
become  compromised — the  Austrians  said  it  was 
assassination — it  was  not ! "  For  a  second  some 
hot  blood  mounted  to  her  cheeks.  "  I  say  it  was 
a  fair  duel ;  and  your  grandfather  himself  was 
nearly  killed ;  but  he  escaped,  and  got  into 
hiding,  among  some  faithful  friends,  poor  people, 
who  had  known  our  family  in  better  times.  The 
Government  did  what  they  could  to  arrest  him  ; 
he  was  expressly  exempted  from  the  amnesty — 
this  old  man,  who  was  wounded,  who  was  in- 
capable of   movement  almost,  whom    every   one 
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expected  to  die  from  day  to  day  ;  and  a  word 
would  have  betrayed  him  and  destroyed  lilm. 
Can  you  wonder,  Natalushka,  with  that  threat 
hanging  over  me — that  menace  that  the  moment 
I  spoke  to  you  meant  that  my  father  would  be 
delivered  to  his  enemies — that  I  said,  No,  not 
yet  will  I  speak  to  my  little  daughter.  I  cannot 
sacrifice  my  father's  life  even  to  the  affection  of 
a  mother.  But  soon,  when  I  have  given  him 
such  care  and  solace  as  he  has  the  right  to  de- 
mand from  me,  then  I  will  set  out  to  see  my 
beautiful  child — not  with  baskets  of  llowers, 
haunting  the  door-steps — not  with  a  little  trinket, 
to  drop  in  her  lap,  and  perhaps  set  her  mind 
thinking — no,  but  with  open  arms  and  open  heart 
— to  see  if  she  is  not  afraid  to  call  me  mother." 

"  Poor  mother,  how  )'ou  must  have  suffered  !  " 
the  girl  murmured,  holding  her  close  to  her 
bosom.  "  But  with  your  powerful  friends — those 
to  whom  you  appealed  before — why  did  you  not 
go  to  them,  and  get  safety  from  the  terrible  threat 
hanging  over  you  ?  Could  not  they  protect  him, 
my  grandfather,  as  they  saved  your  cousin 
Konrad  }  " 

"  Alas !     child,    your    grandfather    never    be- 
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longed  to  the  association  :  of  what  use  was  he 
to  them — a  sufferer  expecting  each  day  to  be 
his  last,  and  not  daring  to  move  beyond  the  door 
of  the  peasant's  cottage  that  sheltered  him  ? 
Many  a  time  he  used  to  say  to  me  :  '  Natalie, 
go  to  your  child.  I  am  already  dead ;  what 
matters  it  whether  they  take  me  or  not  ?  You 
have  watched  the  old  tree  fade  leaf  by  leaf;  it 
is  only  the  stump  that  cumbers  the  ground.  Go 
to  your  child  ;  if  they  try  to  drag  me  from  here, 
the  first  mile  will  be  the  end  ;  and  what  better  can 
one  wish  for  ?  '     But  no  ;   I  could  not  do  that !  " 

Natalie  had  been  thinking  deeply.  She  raised 
her  head ;  and  regarded  her  mother  with  a  calm, 
strange  look. 

"  Mother,"  she  said,  slowly,  "  I  do  not  think 
I  will  ever  enter  my  father's  house  again." 

The  elder  woman  heard  this  declaration  with- 
out either  surprise  or  joy.     She  said,  simply — 

"  Do  not  judge  rashly,  or  harshly,  Natalushka. 
Why  have  I  refrained  until  now  from  telling  you 
the  story  but  that  I  thought  it  better — I  thought 
you  would  be  happier — if  you  continued  to  re- 
spect and  love  your  father.  Then  consider  what 
excuses  may  be  made  for  him " 
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"  None  !  "  the  girl  said,  vehemently.  "  To 
keep  you,  suffering-,  for  sixteen  years  away  from 
your  only  child  ;  and  with  the  knowledge  that 
at  any  moment  a  word  on  his  part  might  lead 
out  your  father  to  a  cruel  death — oh,  mother, 
mother,  you  may  ask  me  to  forgive,  but  not  to 
excuse  !  " 

"  Ambition  —  the  desire  for  influence  and 
leadership — is  his  very  life,"  the  mother  said, 
calmly.  "He  cares  more  for  that  than  anything 
in  the  world — wife,  child,  anything,  he  would 
sacrifice  to  it.  But  now,  child,"  she  said,  with 
a  concerned  look,  "can  you  understand  why  I 
have  told  you  the  story  ?  " 

Natalie  looked  up  bewildered.  For  a  time 
the  interest  of  this  story,  intense  as  it  had  been 
to  her,  had  distracted  her  mind  from  her  own 
troubles ;  though  all  through  she  had  been  con- 
scious of  some  impending  gloom,  that  seemed  to 
darken  the  life  around  her. 

"It  was  not  merely  to  tell  you  of  my  sufferings, 
Natalushka,"  the  mother  said  at  once,  gently  and 
anxiously.  "  They  are  over.  I  am  happy  to  be 
beside  you  ;  if  you  are  happy.  But  when  a  little 
time  ago  you  told  me  of  IVIr.  Brand  being  ordered 
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away  to  this  duty,  and  of  the  fate  likely  to  befall 
him,  I  said  to  myself,  'Ah,  no  ;  surely  it  cannot  be 
the  story  told  twice  over.  He  would  not  dare  to 
do  that  again.' " 

The  girl  turned  deadly  pale. 

"  My  child,  that  is  why  I  asked  you.  Mr. 
Brand  disappointed  your  father,  I  can  see,  about 
the  money  affair.  Then,  when  he  might  have 
been  got  out  of  the  way  by  being  sent  to 
America,  you  make  matters  worse  than  ever  by 
threatening  to  go  with  him." 

The  girl  did  not  speak ;  but  her  eyes  were 
terrified. 

"Natalie,"  the  mother  said,  gently,  "have  I 
done  wrong  to  put  these  suspicions  into  your 
mind  ?  Have  I  done  wrong  to  put  you  into 
antagonism  with  your  father  ?  My  child,  I  cannot 
see  you  suffer  without  revealing  to  you  what  I 
imagine  may  be  the  cause — even  if  it  is  impossible 
to  fight  against  it — even  if  one  can  only  shudder 
at  the  cruelty  of  which  some  are  capable.  We 
can  pray  God  to  give  us  resignation " 

Natalie  Lind  was  not  listening  at  all.  Her 
face  was  white  ;  her  lips  firm  ;  her  eyes  fixed. 

"  Mother,"  she  said  at  length,  in  a  low  voice. 
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and  speaking  as  if  she  were  weighing  each  word, 
"  if  you  think  the  story  is  being  told  again,  wliy 
should  it  not  be  carried  out  ?  You  appealed,  to 
save  the  life  of  one  who  loved  you.  And  I — wh\- 
may  not  I  also  ?  " 

"Oh,  child,  child!"  the  mother  cried,  in  terror, 
laying  hold  of  her  arm.  "  Do  not  think  of  it  ! 
Anything  but  that !  You  do  not  know  how 
terrible  your  father  is  wlicn  his  anger  is  aroused  : 
look  at  what  I  have  suffered  ;  Natalushka,  I  will 
not  have  you  lead  the  life  that  I  have  led  ;  you 
must  not — you  dare  not — interfere  ! " 

The  girl  put  her  hand  aside,  and  sprang  to  her 
feet.  No  lonofer  was  she  white  of  face.  The 
blood  of  the  Berezolyis  was  in  her  cheeks  ;  her 
eyes  were  dilated  ;  her  voice  was  proud  and 
indignant. 

"And  I,"  she  said, — "if  this  is  true — if  this  is 
possible — oh,  do  you  think  I  am  going  to  see 
a  brave  man  sent  to  his  death,  shamelessly, 
cruelly,  and  not  do  what  I  can  to  save  him  }  It 
is  not  for  you,  mother,  it  is  not  for  one  who  bears 
the  name  that  you  bear,  to  tell  me  to  be  afraid. 
What  have  I  to  fear  ?  What  I  did  fear  was  to 
live — with  him  dead.      Now " 
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The  mother  had  risen  quickly  to  her  feet  also ; 
and  soucrht  to  hold  her  dauo^hter's  hands. 

"For  the  sake  of  Heaven,  Natalushka!"  she 
pleaded.  "You  are  running  Into  a  terrible  dan- 
ger " 

"  Do  I  care,  mother  ?  Do  I  look  as  if  I 
cared  ?  "  she  said,  proudly. 

"And  for  no  purpose,  Natalushka.  You  will 
only  bring  down  on  yourself  the  fury  of  your 
father  ;  and  he  will  make  your  life  as  miserable  as 
he  has  made  mine.  And  what  can  you  do,  child  ? 
What  can  you  do  but  bring  ruin  on  yourself  ? 
You  are  powerless.  You  have  no  influence  with 
those  in  authority,  as  I  at  one  time  had.  You  do 
not  know  them  :  how  can  you  reach  them  ?  " 

"  You  forget,  mother,"  the  girl  said,  trium- 
phantly. "Was  it  not  you  yourself  who  asked 
me  if  I  had  ever  heard  of  one  Bartolotti  ?  " 

The  mother  uttered  a  slight  cry  of  alarm. 

"  No,  no,  Natalushka,  I  beg  of  you " 

The  ofirl  took  her  miother  in  her  arms  and 
kissed  her.  There  was  a  strange  joy  in  her  face. 
The  eyes  were  no  longer  haggard ;  but  full  of 
light  and  hope. 

"  You  dear  mother,"  she  said,  as  she  gently 
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compelled  her  to  be  seated  again,  "  that  is  the 
place  for  you.  You  will  remain  here,  quiet,  un- 
disturbed by  any  fears ;  no  one  shall  molest  you  ; 
and  when  you  have  quite  recovered  from  all  )our 
sufferings,  and  when  your  courage  has  returned  to 
you,  then  I  will  come  back  and  tell  you  my  stor}'. 
It  is  story  for  story,  is  it  not  ?  " 

She  rang  the  bell. 

"  Pardon  me,  dear  mother  ;  there  is  no  time 
to  be  lost.  For  once  I  return  to  my  father's 
house — yes,  there  is  a  card  there  that  I  must 
have " 

"  But  afterwards,  child — where  do  you  go  ?  " 
the  mother  said,  though  she  could  scarcely  find 
utterance. 

"  Why,  to  Naples,  mother !  I  am  an  ex- 
perienced traveller.     I  shall  need  no  courier." 

The  blood  had  mounted  into  both  cheek  and 
forehead ;  her  eyes  were  full  of  life  and  pride ; 
even  at  such  a  moment  the  anxious,  frightened 
mother  was  forced  to  think  she  had  never  seen 
her  daughter  look  so  beautiful. 

The  door  opened. 

"  Madame,  be  so  good  as  to  tell  Anneli  that  I 
am  ready." 
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She  turned  to  her  mother. 

"  Now,  mother,  it  is  good-bye  for  I  do  not 
know  how  long." 

"  Oh  no,  it  is  not,  child,"  said  the  other, 
trembling,  and  yet  smiling  in  spite  of  all  her  fears. 
"If  you  are  going  to  travel,  you  must  have  a 
courier.      I  will  be  your  courier,  Natalushka." 

"  You  will  come  with  me,  mother  ? "  she 
cried,  with  a  happy  surprise  leaping  to  her  face. 
"  Come,  then !  We  will  give  courage  to  each 
other,  you  and  I,  shall  we  not  ?  Ah,  dear  mother, 
you  have  told  me  your  story  only  in  time  ;  but 
we  will  go  quickly  now — you  and  I  together  ! " 
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CHAPTER   V. 


SOUTHWARDS. 


After  so  much  violent  emotion  the  rapid  and 
eager  preparations  for  travel  proved  a  useful  dis- 
traction. There  was  no  time  to  lose  ;  and  Natalie 
very  speedily  found  that  it  was  she  herself  who 
must  undertake  the  duties  of  courier,  her  mother 
beincf  far  too  anxious  and  alarmed.  Once  or 
twice,  indeed,  the  girl,  regarding  the  worn,  sad 
face,  almost  repented  of  having  accepted  that 
impulsive  offer,  and  would  have  proposed  to  start 
alone.  But  she  knew  that,  left  in  solitude,  the 
poor,  distressed  mother  Avould  only  torture  her- 
self with  imaginary  fears.  As  for  herself,  she  had 
no  fear.  Her  heart  was  too  full  to  have  any 
room  for  fear. 

And  yet  her  hand  trembled  a  little  as  she  sat 
down   to   write   these   two  messages  of   farewell. 
The  first  ran  thus  : — 
3.— xn.  r 
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"  My  Father, 

"  To-day,  for  the  first  time,  I  have  heard 
my  mother's  story — from  herself.  I  have  looked 
into  her  eyes  ;  I  know  she  speaks  the  truth.  You 
will  not  wonder  then  that  I  leave  your  house ; 
that  I  go  with  her — there  must  be  some  one  to  try 
to  console  her  for  all  she  has  suffered ;  and  I  am 
her  daughter.  I  thank  you  for  many  years  of 
kindness  ;  and  pray  God  to  bless  you. 

"  Natalie." 

The  next  was  easier  to  write. 

"  Dearest, 

"  My  mother  and  I  leave  England 
to-night ;  do  not  ask  why  we  go,  or  why  I  have 
not  sent  for  you  to  come  and  say  good-bye.  We 
shall  be  away  perhaps  only  a  few  days  ;  in  any 
case  you  must  not  go  until  we  return.  Do  not 
forget  that  I  must  see  you  again. 

"  Natalie." 

She  felt  happier  when  she  had  written  these 
two  notes.  She  rose  from  the  table  and  went 
over  to  her  mother. 

"  Now,  mother,  tell  me  how  much  money  you 
have,"    she    said,    with    a    highly   practical    air. 


SOUTHWARDS.  Ij 

"Wba^  have  I  startled  yon,  poor  litde  modier? 
I  bdieve  jour  head  is  laDof  all  kinds  of  sUauge 
focidxidiags;  and  yet  thejr  used  to  saj  that  the 
Beiezalyis  were  aD  of  them  veiy  ooac^eoosL" 

"  HafahrJika,  joa  do  not  knov  idiat  dangci 
you  are  mshb^  intov""  the  mother  said,  alw*^iily 

"  I  again  a^  yoo,  mother,  a  single  qoeslion : 
how  nmcfa  monesr  have  you  ?  " 

"I  ?  I  hare  thirty  poonds  or  diereaboals; 
Xatalie :  that  is  mj  rai^ita^  as  it  were ;  hot  next 
imxith  my  cousins  will  send  wit ^ 

"  Xeirer  mind  about  next  wmwtli,  fnothcr  dear. 
Yoo  most  let  me  rob  yon  of  all   }:_- 
poondsL     And  jost  to  make  sm^   ~ 
bonow  ten  pounds  more  finom  Madame  '. 
Madame  is  not  so  Ter^  poor;  she  has  r 
she  would  give  me  every  farthing  if  I  as 
.\nd  do  yon  think,  litde  mother,  if  we  oc 
i _;;;.:_. — i      :—   diink  there  will  be  i    .       : 
dilfiknh^  bgdb  the  hnn  to  ] 

Potecfci?" 

She  was  quite  gay,  to  give  her  mother 
oouia^e.  And  she  lefiised  to  leave  her  alone, 
a  prey  to  these  a^kxmy  ferdbodai^s.  She  canied 
her  off  with  her  in  a  cab,  ta  Conoo  Street;  and 
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left  her  in  the  cab  while  she  entered  the  house 
with  Anneli.  Anneli  cried  a  little  when  she  was 
receiving  her  mistress's  last  instructions. 

"  Am  I  never  to  see  you  again,  Fraulein  ? " 
she  sobbed.  "  Are  you  never  coming  back  to  the 
house  any  more  ?  " 

"  Of  course  you  will  see  me  again,  you  foolish 
girl,  even  if  I  do  not  come  back  here.  Now  you 
will  be  careful,  Anneli,  to  have  the  wine  a  little 
warmed,  before  dinner  ;  and  see  that  your 
master's  slippers  are  in  the  study,  by  the  fire ; 
and  the  coffee — you  must  make  the  coffee  your- 
self, Anneli " 

"  Oh  yes,  indeed,  Fraulein,  I  will  make  the 
coffee,"  said  Anneli,  with  a  fresh  flowing  of  tears. 
"  But — but  may  not  I  go  with  you,  Fraulein  ? — 
if  you  are  not  coming  back  here  any  more,  why 
may  I  not  go  with  you  ?  I  am  not  anxious  for 
wages,  Fraulein — I  do  not  want  any  wages  at  all 
— but  if  you  will  take  me  with  you " 

"  Now,  do  not  be  foolish,  Anneli.  Have  you 
not  a  whole  house  to  look  after  ?  There,  take 
these  keys.  You  will  have  to  show  that  you  can 
be  a  good  house-mistress  ;  and  sensible  ;  and  not 
childish." 
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At  the  door  she  shook  hands  with  the  sobbing 
maid,  and  bade  her  a  cheerful  good-bye.  Then 
she  got  into  the  cab  and  drove  away  to  Madame 
Potecki's  lodgings.  Finally,  by  dexterous  manage- 
ment, she  succeeded  in  getting  her  mother  and 
herself  to  Charing  Cross  Station  in  time  to  catch 
the  afternoon  express  to  Dover. 

It  is  probable  that,  now  the  first  excitement 
of  setting  out  was  over,  and  the  two  women-folk 
left  to  themselves  in  the  solitude  of  a  compart- 
ment, Natalie  might  have  begun  to  reflect  with 
some  tremor  of  the  heart  on  the  very  vagueness 
of  the  task  she  had  undertaken.  But  she  was  not 
permitted  to  do  so.  The  necessity  of  driving 
away  her  mother's  forebodings  prevented  her 
indulging  in  any  of  her  own.  She  was  forced  to 
be  careless,  cheerful,  matter-of-fact. 

"  Natalushka,"  the  mother  said,  holding  her 
daughter's  hand,  "  you  have  been  brought  up  in 
ignorance.  You  know  only  the  romantic,  tlie 
beautiful  side  of  what  is  going  on  ;  you  do  not 
know  what  these  men  are  ready  to  do — what  has 
been  done — to  secure  the  success  of  their  schemes. 
And  for  you,  a  girl,  to  interfere — it  is  madness 
Natalushka.     They  will    laugh    at  you,  perhaps  ; 
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perhaps  it  may  be  worse — they  may  resent  your 

interference,    and    ask   who   has    betrayed    their 

secrets." 

"  Are  they  so  very  terrible,  then  ? "  said  the 

girl,    with    a    smile,    "when     Lord    Evelyn — ah, 
you  do  not  know  him  yet,  mother ;  but  he  is  as 
gentle  as  a  woman — when  he  is  their  friend  ;  and 
when  Mr.   Brand    is  full  of  admiration    for  what 
they   are    doing ;    and    when     Calabressa — now, 
mother,  is   Calabressa  likely  to  harm   any  one  ? 
And  it  was  Calabressa  himself  who  said  to  me, 
*  Little  daughter,  if  ever  you  are  in  great  trouble, 
go  to  Naples.     You  will  find  friends  there.'     No, 
mother,  it  is  no  use  your  trying  to  frighten  me. 
No ;  let  us  talk  about  something  sensible.     For 
example,  which  way  is  the  wind  ?  " 
"  How  can  I  tell,  Natalushka  ?  " 
The   girl    laughed — rather    a   forced    laugh, 
perhaps ;  she  could  not  altogether  shake  off  the 
consciousness  of  the  peril   that   surrounded   her 
lover. 

"  Why,  mother,  you  are  a  pretty  courier ! 
You  are  about  to  cross  the  Channel ;  and  you  do 
not  know  which  way  the  wind  is ;  or  whether  the 
sea  is  rough  ;  or  anything.     Now  I  will  tell  you  ;  it 
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is  I  who  am  the  courier.  The  wind  is  north-east ; 
the  sea  was  quite  smooth  yesterday  evenint,^ ;  I 
think  we  shall  have  a  comfortable  passage.  And 
do  you  know  wh)-  I  have  brouL,dit  you  awa)-  l)y 
this  train  ?  Don't  you  know  that  I  shall  get  you 
down  to  Dover  in  time  to  give  you  something 
nice  for  dinner  ;  then,  if  the  sea  is  quite  smooth, 
we  go  on  board  before  the  people  come  ;  then  we 
cross  over  to  Calais,  and  go  to  a  hotel  there ;  then 
you  get  a  good,  long,  sound  sleep,  you  little 
mother,  and  the  next  day — that  is  to-morrow — 
about  noon,  I  think,  we  go  easily  on  to  Paris. 
What  do  you  think  of  that,  now  ?  " 

"  Whatever  you  do  will  be  right,  Natalushka. 
You  know  I  have  never  before  had  a  daughter  to 
look  after  me." 

Natalie's  programme  was  fulfilled  to  the  letter, 
and  with  good  fortune.  They  dined  in  the  hotel ; 
had  some  tea  ;  and  then  went  down  through  the 
dark  clear  night  to  the  packet.  The  sea  was 
like  a  mill-pond  ;  there  was  just  sufiicient  motion 
of  the  water  to  make  the  reflections  of  the  stars 
quiver  in  the  dark.  The  two  women  sat  together 
on  deck  ;  and  as  the  steamer  gradually  took  them 
away  from  the  lights  of  the  English  coast,  Natalie 


72  SUNRISE. 

hummed  to  her  mother,  in  a  low  voice,  some 
verses  of  an  old  Magyar  song,  which  were  scarcely 
audible  amid  the  rush  of  water  and  the  throbbing 
of  the  paddles. 

Next  day  the  long  and  tedious  railway  journey 
began  ;  and  here  again  Natalie  acted  as  the  most 
indefatigable  and  accomplished  of  couriers. 

"  How  do  you  manage  it,  Natalushka  ? "  said 
the  mother,  as  she  got  into  the  coup^,  to  this  tall  and 
handsome  young  lady  who  was  standing  outside, 
and  on  whom  everybody  seemed  to  wait.  "'  You 
get  everything  you  want ;  and  without  trouble." 

"  It  is  only  practice,  with  a  little  patience,"  she 
said,  simply,  as  she  opened  her  flask  of  white-rose 
scent  and  handed  it  up  to  her  mother. 

Necessarily  it  was  rail  all  the  way  for  these 
two  travellers.  Not  for  them  the  joyous  assem- 
bling on  the  Mediterranean  shore,  where  Nice 
lies  basking  in  the  sun  like  a  pink  surf  thrown 
up  by  the  waves.  Not  for  them  the  packing  of 
the  great  carriage  ;  and  the  swinging  away  of -the 
four  horses  with  their  jingling  bells  ;  and  the  slow 
climbing  of  the  Cornice,  the  road  twisting  up  the 
face  of  the  grey  mountains,  through  perpetual 
lemon-groves,  with  far  below  the  ribbed  blue  sea. 
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Not  for  them  the  leisurely  trotting  all  clay  long 
through  the  luxuriant  beauty  of  the  Riviera — the 
sun  hot  on  the  ruddy  cliffs  of  granite,  and  on  the 
terraces  of  figs  and  vines  and  spreading  palms  ; 
nor  the  rattling  through  the  narrow  streets  of  the 
old  walled  towns,  with  the  scarlet-capped  men 
and  swarthy-visaged  women  shrinking  into  the 
doorways  as  the  horses  clatter  by ;  nor  the  quiet 
evenings  in  the  hotel  garden,  with  the  moon 
rising  over  the  murmuring  sea,  and  the  air  sweet 
with  the  perfumes  of  the  south.  No.  They 
climbed  a  mountain,  it  is  true ;  but  it  was  behind 
an  engine :  they  beheld  the  Mont  Cenis  snows  ; 
but  it  was  from  the  window  of  a  railway-carriage. 
Then  they  passed  through  the  black,  resounding 
tunnel,  with,  after  a  time,  its  sudden  glares  of 
light ;  finally  the  world  seemed  to  open  around 
them  :  they  looked  down  upon  Italy. 

"  Many  a  one  has  died  for  you — and  been 
glad,"  said  the  girl,  almost  to  herself,  as  she 
gazed  abroad  on  the  great  valleys,  with  here  and 
there  a  peak  crowned  with  a  castle  or  a  convent, 
with  the  vinc-terraccd  hills  showing;-  now  and 
again  a  few  wliite  dots  of  houses,  and  beyond  and 
above  all  these  the  far  blue  mountains  with  their 
sharp  line  of  snow. 
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Then  they  descended  and  passed  through  the 
hixuriant  yellow  plains — the  sunset  blazing  on 
the  rows  of  willows  and  on  the  square  farm- 
houses with  their  gaudy  picture  over  the  arched 
gateway  ;  while  always  in  the  background  rose 
the  dark  masses  of  the  mountains,  solemn  and 
distant,  beyond  the  golden  glow  of  the  fields. 
They  reached  Turin  at  dusk,  both  of  them  very 
tired. 

So  far  scarcely  anything  had  been  said  about 
the  object  of  their  journey,  though  they  could 
have  talked  in  safety  even  in  railway-carriages, 
as  they  spoke  to  each  other  in  Magyar.  But 
Natalie  refused  to  listen  to  any  dissuading  counsel; 
when  her  mother  began,  she  would  say,  "  Dear 
little  mother,  will  you  have  some  white  rose  for 
your  forehead  and  your  fingers  ?  " 

From  Turin  they  had  to  start  again  early  in 
the  morning.  They  had  by  this  time  grown 
quite  accustomed  to  the  plod,  plodding  of  the 
train ;  it  seemed  almost  one  of  the  normal  and 
necessary  conditions  of  life.  They  went  down  by 
Genoa,  Spezia,  Pisa,  and  Rome  ;  making  the 
shortest  possible  pauses. 
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One  night  the  windows  of  a  sitting-room  in 
a  hotel  at  the  western  end  of  Naples  were 
opened ;  and  a  young  girl  stepped  out  on  to  the 
high  balcony,  a  light  shawl  thrown  over  her  head 
and  shoulders.  It  was  a  beautiful  night ;  the  air 
sweet  and  still  ;  the  moonlight  shining  over  the 
scarcely  stirring  waters  of  the  bay.  Before  her 
rose  the  vast  bulk  of  the  Castello  dell'  Ovo ;  a 
huge  mass  of  black  shadow  against  the  silvery 
sea  and  the  lambent  sky ;  then  far  away  throbbed 
the  dull  orange  lights  of  the  city ;  and  beyond 
these  asfain  Vesuvius  towered  into  the  clear 
darkness,  with  a  line  of  sharp,  intense  crimson 
marking  its  summit.  Through  the  perfect  silence 
she  could  hear  the  sound  of  the  oars  of  a  boat, 
itself  unseen ;  and  over  the  whispering  waters 
came  some  faint  and  distant  refrain — '' Addio  ! — 
addio  ! "  At  length  even  these  sounds  ceased  ; 
and  she  was  alone  in  the  still,  murmuring,  beau- 
tiful night. 

She  looked  across  to  the  great  cit)-.  Who 
were  her  unknown  friends  there  }  What  mighty 
power  was  she  about  to  invoke  on  the  niorrow  ? 
There  was  no  need  for  her  to  consult  the  card 
that  Calabressa  had  given  her  ;  again  and  again, 
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in  the  night-time,  when  her  mother  lay  asleep, 
she  had  studied  it,  and  wondered  whether  it 
•would  prove  the  talisman  the  giver  had  called 
it.  She  looked  at  this  great  city  beside  the  sea  ; 
and  only  knew  that  it  was  beautiful  in  the  moon- 
light; she  had  no  fear  of  anything  that  it  con- 
tained. And  then  she  thought  of  another  city, 
far  away  in  the  colder  north ;  and  she  wondered 
if  a  certain  window  were  open  there,  overlooking 
the  river  and  the  gas-lamps  and  the  bridges  ;  and 
whether  there  was  one  there  thinking  of  her. 
Could  not  the  night-wind  carry  the  speech  and 
desire  of  her  heart  i* — "  Good  night,  good  7iight 
.  .  .  Love  knows  no  fear  .  .  .  Not  yet  is  our 
life  for  ever  broken  for  usT 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE    BEECHES. 


On  the  same  night  Lord  Evelyn  was  in  Brand's 
rooms,  arguing,  expostulating,  entreating,  all  to 
no  purpose.  He  was  astounded  at  the  calmness 
with  which  this  man  appeared  to  accept  the 
terrible  task  imposed  on  him,  and  at  the  stoical 
indifference  with  which  he  looked  forward  to  the 
almost  certain  sacrifice  of  his  own  life. 

"  You  have  become  a  fanatic  of  fanatics ! "  he 
exclaimed,  indignantly. 

George  Brand  was  staring  out  of  the  windows 
into  the  dark  night,  somewhat  absently. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  answered,  "  all  the  great 
things  that  have  been  done  in  the  world  have 
been  founded  in  fanaticism.  All  that  I  can  hope 
for  now  is  that  this  particular  act  of  the  Council 
may  have  the  good  effect  they  anticipate. 
They  ought  to  know.  They  see  the  sort  of 
people  with  whom  they  have  to  deal.     I  should 
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have  thought,  with  Lind,  that  it  was  unwise — 
that  it  would  shock,  or  even  terrify ;  but  my 
opinion  is  neither  here  nor  there.  Further  talk- 
ing is  of  no  use,  Evelyn  ;  the  thing  is  settled  ; 
what  I  have  to  consider  now,  as  regards  myself,  is 
how  I  can  best  benefit  a  few  people  whom  I  am 
interested  in  ;  and  you  can  help  me  in  that." 

"  But  I  appeal  to  yourself — to  your  con- 
science ! "  Lord  Evelyn  cried,  almost  in  despair. 
"  You  cannot  shift  the  responsibility  to  them. 
You  are  answerable  for  your  own  actions.  I  say 
you  are  sacrificing  your  conscience  to  your  pride. 
You  are  saying  to  yourself,  '  Do  these  foreigners 
think  that  I  am  afraid  ?  '  " 

"  I  am  not  thinking  of  myself  at  all,"  said 
Brand,  simply.  "  That  is  all  over.  When  I 
swore  to  give  myself  to  this  Society — to  obey  the 
commands  of  the  Council — then  my  responsibility 
ceased.  What  I  have  to  do  is  to  be  faithful  to 
my  oath — and  to  the  promise  I  have  made." 
Almost  unconsciously  he  glanced  at  the  ring  that 
Natalie  had  given  him.  "You  would  not  have 
me  skulk  back,  like  a  coward  ?  You  would  not 
have  me  '  play  and  not  pay ' }  What  I  have 
undertaken  to  do,  I  will  do." 
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Presently  he  added — 

"  There  is  something  you  could  do,  Evelyn. 
Don't  let  us  talk  further  of  myself:  I  said  before, 
if  a  single  man  drops  out  of  the  ranks,  what 
matter  ? — the  army  marches  on.  And  what  has 
been  concerning  me  of  late  is  the  effect  that  this 
act  of  the  Council  may  have  on  our  thousands  of 
friends  throughout  this  country.  Now,  Evelyn, 
when — when  the  affair  comes  off — I  think  you 
would  do  a  great  deal  of  good  by  pointing  out 
in  the  papers  what  a  scoundrel  this  man  Zaccatelli 
was ;  how  he  had  merited  his  punishment ;  and 
how  it  might  seem  justifiable  to  the  people  over 
there  that  one  should  take  the  law  into  one's 
own  hands  in  such  an  exceptional  case.  You 
might  do  that,  Evelyn,  for  the  sake  of  the  Society. 
The  people  over  here  don't  know  what  a  ruffian 
he  is  ;  and  how  he  is  beyond  the  ordinary  reach 
of  the  law ;  or  how  the  poor  people  have  groaned 
under  his  iniquities.  Don't  seek  to  justify  me  ; 
I  shall  be  beyond  the  reach  of  excuse,  or  execra- 
tion, by  that  time ;  but  you  might  break  the 
shock,  don't  you  see  .'* — you  might  explain  a  little 
■ — you  might  intimate  to  our  friends  who  have 
joined    us    here    that    they    had    not  joined    any 
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kind  of  Camorra  association.  That  troubles 
me  more  than  anything.  I  confess  to  you  that 
I  have  got  quite  reconciled  to  the  affair,  as  far 
as  any  sacrifice  on  my  own  part  is  concerned. 
That  bitterness  is  over.  I  can  even  think  of 
Natalie." 

The  last  words  were  spoken  slowly,  and  in  a 
low  voice  ;  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  night-world 
outside.  What  could  his  friend  say  ?  They 
talked  late  into  the  night ;  but  all  his  remon- 
strances and  prayers  were  of  no  avail  as  against 
this  clear  resolve. 

"  What  is  the  use  of  discussion  ?  "  was  the 
placid  answer.  "  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Break  my  oaths — put  aside  my  sacred  promise 
made  to  Natalie — and  give  up  the  Society  alto- 
gether ?  My  good  fellow,  let  us  talk  of  some- 
thing less  impossible." 

And  indeed,  though  he  deprecated  discussion 
on  this  point,  he  was  anxious  to  talk.  The  fact 
was  that  of  late  he  had  come  to  fear  sleep — as 
the  look  of  his  eyes  testified.  In  the  daytime,  or 
as  long  as  he  could  sit  up  wath  a  companion,  he 
could  force  himself  to  think  only  of  the  immediate 
and  practical  demands  of  the  hour;   vain  regrets 
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over  what  might  have  been — and  even  occasional 
uneasy  searchings  of  conscience — he  could  by  an 
effort  of  will  ignore.  He  had  accepted  his  fate  ; 
he  had  schooled  himself  to  look  forward  to  it 
without  fear ;  henceforth  there  was  to  be  no 
indecision,  no  murmur  of  complaint.  But  in 
the  night-time — in  dreams — the  natural  craving 
for  life  asserted  itself:  it  seemed  so  sad  to  bid 
good-bye  for  ever  to  those  whom  he  had  known 
and  loved  ;  and  mostly  always  it  was  Natalie  her- 
self who  stood  there,  regarding  him  with  stream- 
ing eyes,  and  wringing  her  hands,  and  sobbing  to 
him  farewell.  The  morning  light,  or  the  first 
calls  in  the  thoroughfare  below,  or  the  shrieking 
of  some  rail  way- whistle  on  Hungerford  Bridge, 
brought  an  inexpressible  relief  by  banishing  these 
aQfonizinof  visions.  No  matter  how  soon  Waters 
was  astir,  he  found  his  master  up  before  him — 
dressed,  and  walking  up  and  down  the  room,  or 
reading  some  evening  newspaper  of  the  previous 
day.  Sometimes  Brand  occupied  himself  in 
getting  ready  his  own  breakfast;  but  he  had  to 
explain  to  Waters  that  this  was  not  meant  as  a 
rebuke  ;  it  was  merely  that,  being  awake  early, 
he  wished  for  some  occupation. 

.^.— XII.  G 
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Early  on  the  morning  after  this  last  despairing 
protest  on  the  part  of  Lord  Evelyn,  Brand  drove 
up  to  Paddington  Station,  on  his  way  to  pay  a 
hurried  visit  to  his  Buckinghamshire  home. 
Nearly  all  his  affairs  had  been  settled  in  town  ; 
there  remained  some  arrangements  to  be  made 
in  the  country.  Lord  Evelyn  was  to  have  joined 
him  in  this  excursion  ;  but  at  the  last  moment 
had  not  put  in  an  appearance  ;  so  Brand  jumped 
in  just  as  the  train  was  starting ;  and  found 
himself  alone  in  the  carriage. 

The  bundle  of  newspapers  he  had  with  him 
did  not  seem  to  interest  him  much.  He  was 
more  than  ever  puzzled  to  account  for  the  con- 
tinued silence  of  Natalie.  Each  morning  he  had 
been  confidently  expecting  to  hear  from  her — to 
have  some  explanation  of  her  sudden  departure ; 
but  as  the  days  went  by,  and  no  message  of  any 
sort  arrived,  his  wonder  became  merged  in 
anxiety.  It  seemed  so  strange  that  she  should 
thus  absent  herself,  when  she  had  been  counting 
on  each  day  on  which  she  might  see  him  as  if  it 
were  some  gracious  gift  from  Heaven. 

All  that  he  was  certain  of  in  the  matter  was 
that    Lind    knew    no    more    than    himself  as    to 
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where  Natalie  had  irone.  One  afternoon,  croinjj: 
out  from  his  rooms  into  Buckingham  Street,  he 
caught  sight  of  Beratinsky  loitering  about  further 
up  the  little  thoroughfare,  about  the  corner  of 
John  Street.  Beratinsky's  back  was  turned  to  him; 
and  so  he  took  advantage  of  the  moment  to  open 
the  gate,  for  which  he  had  a  private  key,  leading 
down  to  the  old  York  Gate.  From  thence  he 
made  his  way  round  by  Villiers  Street,  whence  he 
could  get  a  better  view  of  the  little  black-a-vised 
Pole's  proceedings. 

He  speedily  convinced  himself  that  Beratinsky, 
though  occasionally  he  walked  along  in  the 
direction  of  Adam  Street,  and  though  sometimes 
he  would  leisurely  stroll  up  to  the  Strand,  was  in 
reality  keeping  an  eye  on  Buckingham  Street ; 
and  he  had  not  the  least  doubt  that  he  himself 
was  the  object  of  this  surveillance.  He  laughed 
to  himself  Had  these  wise  people  in  Lisle  Street, 
then,  discovering  that  Natalie's  mother  was  in 
London,  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  she  and  her 
daughter  had  taken  refuge  in  so  very  open  a 
place  of  shelter  ?  When  Beratinsky  was  least 
expecting  any  such  encounter,  Brand  went  up 
and  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 
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"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Beratinsky  ?"  said  he, 
when  the  other  had  wheeled  round.  "  This  is 
not  the  most  agreeable  place  for  a  stroll.  Why 
do  you  not  go  down  to  the  Embankment 
Gardens  ?  " 

Beratinsky  was  angry  and  confused  ;  but  did 
not  quite  lose  his  self-command. 

"  I  am  waiting  for  some  one,"  he  said,  curtly. 

"  Or  to  find  out  about  some  one  ?  Well,  I 
will  save  you  some  trouble.  Lind  wishes  to 
know  where  his  wife  and  daughter  are,  I 
imagine." 

"Is  that  unnatural  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  not.  I  heard  he  had  been  down 
to  Hans  Place,  where  Madame  Lind  was  staying." 

"  You  knew,  then  ?  "  the  other  said,  quickly. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  knew.  Now,  if  you  will  be  frank 
with  me,  I  may  be  of  some  assistance  to  you. 
Lind  does  not  know  where  his  wife  and  daughter 
are : 

"  You  know  he  does  not." 

"  And  you — perhaps  you  fancied  that  one  or 
other  might  be  sending  a  message  to  me — might 
call,  perhaps — or  even  that  I  might  have  got 
them  rooms  for  the  time  being  ?  " 
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The  Englishman's  penetrating  grey  eyes  were 
difficult  to  avoid. 

"  You  appear  to  know  a  good  deal,  Mr. 
Brand,"  Beratinsky  said,  somewhat  sulkily,  "  Per- 
haps you  can  tell  me  where  they  are  now." 

"  I  can  tell  you  where  they  are  not — and  that 
is  in  London." 

The  other  looked  surprised— then  suspicious. 

"  Oh,  believe  me  or  not  as  you  please.  I  only 
wish  to  save  you  trouble.  I  tell  you  that,  to  the 
best  of  my  belief,  Miss  Lind  and  her  mother  are 
not  in  London — nor  in  this  country  even." 

"  How  do  you  know  }  " 

"  Pardon  me — you  are  going  too  far.  I  only 
tell  you  what  I  believe.  In  return,  as  I  have 
saved  you  some  trouble,  I  shall  expect  you  to 
let  me  know  if  you  hear  anything  about  them. 
Is  that  too  much  to  ask  ?  " 

"  Then  you  really  don't  know  where  they 
are  ^  '  Beratinsky  said,  with  a  (|uick  glance. 

"I  do  not.  But  they  have  left  London — that 
I  do  know." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  the 
other,  more  humbly.  "  I  wish  you  good  evening, 
Mr.  Brand." 
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"  Stay  a  moment.  Can  you  tell  me  what 
Yacov  Kirski's  address  is  ?  I  have  something  to 
arrange  with  him  before  I  leave  England." 

He  took  out  his  note-book,  and  put  down 
the  address  that  Beratinsky  gave  him.  Then  the 
latter  moved  away,  taking  off  his  hat  politely,  but 
not  shaking  hands. 

Brand  was  amused  rather  than  surprised  at 
this  little  adventure ;  but  when  day  after  day 
passed,  and  no  tidings  came  from  Natalie,  he 
grew  alarmed.  Each  morning  he  was  certain 
there  would  be  a  letter ;  each  morning  the  post- 
man rang  the  bell  below,  and  Waters  would 
tumble  down  the  stairs  at  break-neck  speed,  but 
not  a  word  came  from  Natalie  or  her  mother. 

At  the  little  Buckinghamshire  station  at  which 
he  stopped  he  found  a  dog-cart  waiting  to  convey 
him  to  Hill  Beeches ;  and  speedily  he  was  driving 
away  through  the  country  he  knew  so  well — now 
somewhat  desolate  in  the  faded  tints  of  the  waning 
of  the  year.  And  perhaps,  as  he  drew  near  to 
the  red  and  white  house  on  the  side  of  the  hill, 
he  began  to  reproach  himself  that  he  had  not 
made  the  place  more  his  home.  Though  the 
grounds    and    shrubberies    were    neat    and    trim 
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enough,  there  was  a  neglected  look  about  the 
house  itself.  When  he  entered,  his  footsteps 
rang  hollow  on  uncarpeted  floors.  Chintz  covered 
the  furniture  ;  muslin  smothered  the  chandeliers ; 
everything  seemed  to  be  locked  up  and  put  away. 
i\nd  this  comely  woman  of  sixty  or  so  who  came 
forward  to  meet  him — a  smiling,  gracious  dame, 
with  silvery-white  hair,  and  peach-like  cheeks, 
and  the  most  winning  little  laugh  :  was  not  her 
first  word  some  hint  to  the  young  master  that 
he  had  been  a  long  time  away,  and  how  the 
neighbours  were  many  a  time  asking  her  when 
a  young  mistress  was  coming  to  the  Beeches, 
to  keep  the  place  as  it  used  to  be  kept  in  the 
olden  days  ? 

"  Ah,  well,  sir,  you  know  how  the  people  do 
talk,"  she  said,  with  an  apologetic  smile.  "  And 
there  was  Mrs.  Diggles,  sir,  that  is  at  the 
Chequers,  sir,  and  she  was  speaking  only  the 
other  day  as  it  might  be  about  the  old  oak 
cupboard  that  you  remember,  sir,  and  she  was 
saying,  'Well,  I  wouldn't  give  that  cupboard  to 
Masther  Brand,  though  he  offered  me  twenty 
pound  for  it  years  ago — twenty  pound,  not  a 
farthing  less.      My  vather  he  gave  me  that  cup- 


88  SUNRISE. 

board  when  I  was  married  ;  and  ten  shillings  was 
what  he  paid  for  it ;  and  then  there  was  twenty- 
five  shillings  paid  for  putting  that  cupboard  to 
rights.  And  then  the  wet  day  that  Mahster  Brand 
was  out  shooting ;  and  the  Chequers  that  crowded 
that  I  had  to  ask  him  and  the  other  gentlemen 
to  go  into  my  own  room  ;  and  what  does  he  say 
but,  "  Mrs.  Diggles,  I  will  give  you  twenty  pound 
for  that  cupboard  of  yourn,  once  you  knock  off 
the  feet  and  the  curly  bit  on  the  top."  Law, 
how  the  gentle-folk  do  know  about  sech  things  : 
that  was  exactly  what  my  vather  he  paid  the 
twenty-five  shillings  for.  But  how  could  I  give 
him  my  cupboard  for  twenty  pound,  when  I  had 
promised  it  to  my  nephew  ?  When  I'm  taken, 
that  cupboard  my  nephew  shall  have.'  Well, 
sir,  the  people  do  say  that  Mrs.  Diggles  and  her 
nephew  have  had  a  quarrel ;  and  this  was  what 
she  was  saying  to  me,  begging  your  pardon,  sir, 
only  the  other  day  as  it  might  be,  says  she, 
*  Mrs.  Alleyne,  this  is  w^^hat  I  will  do  :  when  your 
young  mahster  brings  home  a  wife  to  the  Beeches, 
I  will  make  his  lady  a  wedding-present  of  that 
cupboard  of  mine — that  I  will,  if  so  be  as  she 
is   not  too  proud   to  accept  it   from   one    in    my 
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'umble  station.  It  will  be  a  wedding-present ; 
and  the  sooner  the  better,'  says  she,  begging  of 
your  pardon,  sir." 

"  It  is  very  kind  of  her,  Mrs.  Alleyne.  Now 
let  me  have  the  keys,  if  you  please.  I  have  one 
or  two  things  to  see  to  ;  and  I  will  not  detain 
you  now." 

She  handed  him  the  keys  and  accepted  her 
dismissal  gratefully,  for  she  was  anxious  to  get 
off  and  see  about  luncheon.  Then  Brand  pro- 
ceeded to  stroll  quietly,  and  perhaps  even  sadly, 
through  the  empty  and  resounding  rooms,  that 
had  for  him  many  memories. 

It  was  a  rambling,  old-fashioned,  oddly  built 
house,  that  had  been  added  on  to  by  suc- 
cessive generations  according  to  their  needs, 
without  much  reference  to  the  original  design. 
It  had  come  into  the  possession  of  the  Brands 
of  Darlington  by  marriage ;  George  Brand's 
grandfather  having  married  a  certain  Lady  Mary 
Heaton,  the  last  representative  of  an  old  and 
famous  family.  And  these  lonely  rooms  that  he 
now  walked  through — remarking  here  and  there 
what  prominence  had  been  given  by  his  mother 
to  tlie  many  trophies  of  the  chase  that  he  himself 
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had  sent  home  from  various  parts  of  the  world — 
were  hung  chiefly  with  portraits,  whose  costumes 
ranged  from  the  stiff  frill  and  peaked  waist  of 
Elizabeth  to  the  low  neck  and  ringleted  hair  of 
Victoria.  But  there  was  in  an  inner  room  which 
he  entered  another  collection  of  portraits  that 
seemed  to  have  a  peculiar  fascination  for  him — 
a  series  of  miniatures  of  various  members  of  the 
Heaton  and  Brand  families,  reaching  down  even 
to  himself,  for  the  last  that  was  added  had  been 
one  taken  when  he  was  a  lad,  to  send  to  his 
mother,  then  lying  dangerously  ill  at  Cannes. 
There  was  her  own  portrait,  too — that  of  a 
delicate-looking  woman,  with  large,  lustrous,  soft 
eyes,  and  w^an  cheeks,  who  had  that  peculiar 
tenderness  and  sweetness  of  expression  that 
frequently  accompanies  consumption.  He  sat 
looking  at  these  various  portraits  a  long  time, 
wondering  now  and  again  what  this  or  that  one 
may  have  suffered  or  rejoiced  in  ;  but  more  than 
all  he  lingered  over  the  last — as  if  to  bid  those 
beautiful,  tender  eyes  a  final  farewell. 

He  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  some  vehicle 
rattling  over  the  gravel  outside ;  then  he  heard 
some    one    come   walking   through    the    echoing 
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rooms.       Instantly — he    scarcely    knew    why — he 
shut  down  the  lid  of  the  case  in  front  of  him. 

"  Missed  the  train  by  just  a  second,"  Lord 
Evelyn  said,  cominij  into  the  room.  "  I  am 
awfully  sorry." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  Brand  answered.  "  But 
I  am  olad  you  have  come.  I  have  everything 
squared  up  in  London,  I  think  ;  there  only  remains 
to  settle  a  few  things  down  here." 

He  spoke  in  quite  a  matter-of-fact  way — so 
much  so  that  his  friend  forgot  to  utter  any  further 
and  unavailing  protest. 

"  You  know  I  am  supposed  to  be  going  away 
abroad  for  a  long  time,"  he  continued.  "  You 
must  take  my  place,  Evelyn,  in  a  sort  of  way  ; 
and  I  will  introduce  you  to-day  to  the  people  you 
must  look  after.  There  is  a  grandson  of  m)' 
mother's  nurse,  for  example  ;  I  promised  to  do 
something  for  him  when  he  completed  his  ap- 
prenticeship. And  two  old  ladies  who  have  seen 
better  diiys  :  they  are  not  supposed  to  accept  an)- 
help  ;  but  you  can  make  wonderful  discoveries 
about  the  value  of  their  old  china,  and  carry  it 
off  to  I>ond  Street.  I  will  leave  you  plenty  of 
funds  ;  before   my   nephew   comes  into  the;  place» 
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there  will  be  sufficient  for  him  and  to  spare.  But 
as  for  yourself,  Evelyn,  I  want  you  to  take  some 
little  souvenir — how  about  this  ?  '' 

He  went  and  fetched  a  curious  old  silver 
drinking-cup,  set  round  the  lip  and  down  the 
handle  with  uncut  rubies  and  sapphires. 

"  I  don't  like  the  notion  of  the  thing  at  all," 
Lord  Evelyn  said,  rather  gloomily ;  but  it  was 
not  the  cup  that  he  was  refusing  thus  un- 
graciously. 

"  After  a  time  people  will  give  me  up  for  lost ; 
and  I  have  left  you  ample  power  to  give  any  one 
you  can  think  of  some  little  present,  don't  you 
know,  as  a  memento — whatever  strikes  your  own 
fancy.  I  want  Natalie  to  have  that  Louis  XV. 
table  over  there — people  rather  admire  the  inlaid 
work  on  it,  and  the  devices  inside  are  endless. 
However,  we  will  make  out  a  list  of  these  things 
afterwards.  Will  you  drive  with  me  down  to 
the  village  now  ?  I  want  you  to  see  my  pen- 
sioners." 

"  All  right — if  you  like,"  Lord  Evelyn  said ; 
though  his  heart  was  not  in  the  work. 

He  walked  out  of  this  little  room  and  made 
his  way  to  the   front  door,  fancying  that  Brand 
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would  immediately  follow.  But  Brand  returned 
to  that  room  ;  and  opened  the  case  of  miniatures. 
Then  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  little  parcel,  and 
unrolled  it ;  it  was  a  portrait  of  Natalie — a  jDhoto- 
graph  on  porcelain,  most  delicately  coloured,  and 
surrounded  with  an  antique  silver  frame.  He 
gazed  for  a  minute  or  two  at  the  beautiful  face ; 
and  somehow  the  eyes  seemed  sad  to  him.  Then 
he  placed  the  little  portrait — which  itself  looked 
like  a  miniature — next  the  miniature  of  his 
mother  ;  and  shut  the  case  and  locked  it. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Evelyn,  for  keeping  you 
waiting,"  he  said,  at  the  front  door.  "Will  you 
particularly  remember  this — that  none  of  the 
portraits  here  are  to  be  disturbed,  on  any  account 
whatever } " 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


AT    PORTICI. 


Natalie  slept  far  from  soundly  the  first  night  after 
her  arrival  in  Naples ;  she  was  glad  when  the 
slow,  anxious  hours,  with  all  their  bewildering  un- 
certainties and  forebodings,  were  over.  She  rose 
early,  and  dressed  quickly  ;  she  threw  open  the 
tall  French  windows  to  let  in  the  soft  silken  air 
from  the  sea ;  then  she  stepped  out  on  to  the 
balcony  to  marvel  once  more — she  who  knew 
Naples  well  enough — at  the  shining  beauty  around 
her. 

It  was  a  morning  to  give  courage  to  any  one  ; 
the  air  was  fresh  and  sweet ;  she  drank  deep  of 
the  abundant  gladness  and  brightness  of  the  world. 
The  great  plain  of  waters  before  her  shimmered 
and  sparkled  in  millions  of  diamonds ;  with  here 
and  there  long  splashes  of  sunny  green,  and  here 
and  there  long  splashes  of  purple  where  the  sea- 
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weed  showed  through.  The  waves  sprang  white 
on  the  projecting  walls  of  the  Castello  dell'  Ovo  ; 
and  washed  in  on  the  shore  with  a  soft  continuous 
murmur ;  the  brown-sailed  fishing-boats  went  by, 
showing  black  or  red  as  they  happened  to  be  in 
sunshine  or  shadow.  Then  far  away  beyond  the 
shining  sea  the  island  of  Capri  lay  like  a  blue 
cloud  on  the  horizon  ;  and  far  away  beyond  the 
now  awakening  city  near  her  rose  Vesuvius,  the 
twin  peaks  dark  under  some  swathes  of  cloud, 
the  sunlight  touching  the  lower  slopes  into  a 
yellowish  green,  and  shining  on  the  pink  fringe 
of  villas  along  the  shore.  On  so  fair  and  bright 
a  morning  hope  came  as  natural  to  her  as  singing 
to  a  bird.  The  fears  of  the  night  were  over  ; 
she  could  not  be  afraid  of  what  such  a  day  should 
bring  forth. 

And  yet — and  yet — from  time  to  time — and 
just  for  a  second  or  so — her  heart  seemed  to 
stand  still.  And  she  was  so  silent  and  pre- 
occupied at  breakfast,  that  her  mother  remarked 
it ;  and  Natalie  had  to  excuse  herself  by  saying 
that  she  was  a  little  tired  with  the  travelling. 
After  breakfast,  she  led  her  motlier  into  the 
reading-room,  and  said,  in  rather  an  excited  way — 
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"  Now,  mother,  here  is  a  treat  for  you.  You 
will  get  all  the  English  papers  here ;  and  all  the 
news." 

"You  forget,  Natalie,"  said  her  mother,  smiling, 
"  that  English  papers  are  not  of  much  use  to 
me."' 

"Ah,  well,  the  foreign  papers,"  she  said, 
quickly.  "  You  see,  mother,  I  want  to  go  along 
to  a  chemist's  to  get  some  white-rose." 

"  You  should  not  throw  it  about  the  railway 
carriages  so  much,  Natalushka,"  the  unsuspect- 
ing mother  said,  reprovingly.  "  You  are  extra- 
vagant." 

She  did  not  heed. 

"  Perhaps  they  will  have  it  in  Naples.  Wait 
until  I  come  back,  mother ;  I  shall  not  be  long." 

But  it  was  not  any  white-rose  scent  that  was 
in  her  mind  as  she  went  rapidly  away  and  got 
ready  to  go  out ;  and  it  was  not  in  search  of  any 
chemist's  shop  that  she  made  her  way  to  the  Via 
Roma.  Why,  she  had  asked  herself  that  morn- 
ing, as  she  stood  on  the  balcony,  and  drank  in 
the  sunlight  and  the  sweet  air,  should  she  take 
the  poor  tired  mother  with  her  on  this  adventure  ? 
If  there  was  danger,  she  would  brave  it  by  herself. 
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She  walked  quickly — perhaps  anxious  to  make 
the  first  plunge. 

She  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  Yico  Carlo 
— though  it  was  one  of  the  narrowest  and  steepest 
of  the  small,  narrow,  and  steep  lanes  leading  off 
the  main  thoroughfare  into  the  masses  of  tall  and 
closely  built  houses  on  the  side  of  the  hill.  But 
when  she  looked  up  and  recognized  the  little  plate 
bearing  the  name  at  the  corner,  she  turned  a  little 
pale  :  something — she  knew  not  what — was  now 
so  near. 

And  as  she  turned  into  this  narrow  and  squalid 
little  alley,  it  seemed  as  if  her  eyes,  through  some 
excitement  or  other,  observed  the  objects  around 
her  with  a  strange  intensity.  She  could  remember 
each  and  every  one  of  them  afterwards — the 
fruit-sellers  bawling,  and  the  sellers  of  acidulated 
drinks  out-roaring  them  ;  the  shoemakers  already 
at  work  at  their  open  stalls ;  mules  laden  with 
vegetables  ;  a  negro  monk  with  his  black  woolly 
head  above  the  brown  hood ;  a  venerable  letter- 
writer  at  a  small  table,  spectacles  on  nose  and  pen 
in  hand,  with  two  women  whispering  to  him  what 
he  was  to  write  for  them.  She  made  her  way  up 
the  steep  lane,   through   the  busy,   motley,   mal- 
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odorous  crowd,  until  she  reached  the  corner  pointed 
out  to  her  by  Calabressa. 

But  he  had  not  told  her  which  way  to  turn  ; 
and  for  a  second  or  two  she  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  crossing,  uncertain  and  bewildered.  A 
brawny-looking  fellow,  apparently  a  butcher,  ad- 
dressed her ;  she  murmured  some  thanks,  and 
hastily  turned  away,  taking  to  the  right.  She 
had  not  gone  but  a  few  yards  w^hen  she  saw  the 
entrance  to  a  court  which,  at  least,  was  certainly 
as  dark  as  that  described  by  Calabressa.  She 
was  half  afraid  that  the  man  who  had  spoken 
to  her  was  following  her ;  and  so,  without  further 
hesitation,  she  plunged  into  this  gloomy  courtyard, 
W'hich  was  apparently  quite  deserted. 

She  was  alone  ;  and  she  looked  around.  A 
second  convinced  her  that  she  had  hit  upon  the 
place,  as  it  were  by  accident.  Over  her  head 
swung  an  oil-lamp,  that  threw  but  the  scantiest 
orange  light  into  the  vague  shadows  of  the  place  ; 
and  in  front  of  her  w^ere  the  open  door  and 
windows  of  what  was  apparently  a  wine-shop. 
She  did  not  stay  to  reflect.  Perhaps  with  some 
little  tightening  of  the  mouth- — unknown  to  her- 
self— she  walked  forward  and  entered  the  vaults. 
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Here,  again,  no  one  was  visible.  There  were 
rows  of  tuns,  certainly,  and  a  musty  odour  in  the 
jDlace ;  but  no  sign  of  any  trade  or  business  being 
carried  on.  Suddenly,  out  of  the  darkness,  ap- 
peared a  figure — so  suddenly  indeed  as  to  startle 
her.  Had  this  man  been  seen  in  ordinary  day- 
light, he  would  no  doubt  have  looked  nothing 
w^orse  than  a  familiar  type  of  the  fat,  black-a-vised 
Italian — not  a  very  comely  person,  it  is  true,  but 
not  in  any  way  horrible.  But  now  these  dusky 
shadows  lent  somethinQ"  orhoulish-lookinof  to  his 
bushy  head  and  greasy  face  and  sparkling  black 
eyes. 

"  What  is  the  pleasure  of  the  young  lady  ?  " 
he  said,  curtly. 

Natalie  had  been  startled. 

"  I  wished  to  enquire — I  wished  to  mention," 
she  stammered — "one  Bartolotti." 

But  at  the  same  time  she  was  conscious  of  a 
stranee  sinking  of  the  heart.  Was  this  the  sort  of 
creature  who  was  expected  to  save  the  life  of  her 
lover  ? — this  the  sort  of  man  to  pit  against  Ferdi- 
nand Lind  ?  Poor  old  Calabressa — she  thought 
— he  meant  w'cll ;  but  he  boasted— he  was  foolish. 

This   heavy-faced   and    heavy-bodied   man   in 
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the  dusk  did  not  reply  at  once.     He  turned  aside, 
saying — 

"  Excuse  me,  signorina,  it  is  dark  here.  They 
have  neglected  to  light  the  lamps  as  yet." 

Then,  with  much  composure,  he  got  a  lamp, 
struck  a  match,  and  lit  it.  The  light  was  not 
great;  but  he  placed  it  deliberately  so  that  it 
shone  on  Natalie ;  and  then  he  calmly  investi- 
gated her  appearance. 

"Yes,  signorina,  you  mentioned  one  Barto- 
lotti,"  he  remarked,  in  a  more  respectful  tone. 

Natalie  hesitated.  According  to  Calabressa's 
account,  the  mere  mention  of  the  name  was  to  act 
as  a  talisman  which  would  work  wonders  for  her. 
This  obese  person  merely  stood  there,  awaiting 
what  she  should  say. 

"  Perhaps,"  she  said,  in  great  embarrassment, 
"  you  know  one  Calabressa  ?  " 

"  Ah,  Calabressa  ?  "  he  said,  and  the  dull  face 
lighted  up  with  a  little  more  intelligence.  "  Yes, 
of  course.     One  knows  Calabressa." 

"  He  is  a  friend  of  mine,"  she  said.     "  Perhaps, 

if  I  could  see  him — he  would  explain  to  you " 

"  But  Calabressa  is  not  here.  He  is  not  even 
in  this  country,  perhaps." 
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Then  silence.  A  sort  of  terror  seized  her. 
Was  this  the  end  of  all  her  hopes  ?  Was  she  to 
<jo  away — thus  ?  Then  came  a  sudden  cry,  wrun*j^ 
from  her  despair. 

"  Oh,  sir,  you  must  tell  me  if  there  is  no  one 
who  can  help  me  !  I  ha\'e  come  to  save  one  who 
is  in  trouble,  in  danger,  Calabressa  said  to  me, 
*  Go  to  Naples ;  go  to  such  and  such  a  place  ;  the 
mere  word  Bartolotti  will  give  you  powerful 
friends;  count  on  them  ;  they  will  not  fail  one 
who  belongs  to  the  Berezolyis.'     And  now " 

"  Your  pardon,  signorina  ;  have  the  complai- 
sance to  repeat  the  name." 

"  Berezolyi,"  she  answered,  quickly ;  "he  said 
it  would  be  known." 

"  I  for  my  own  part  do  not  know  it ;  but  that 
is  of  no  consequence,"  said  the  man.  "  I  begin  to 
perceive  what  it  is  that  you  demand.  It  is 
serious  ;  I  hope  my  friend  Calabressa  is  justified. 
I  have  but  to  do  my  duty." 

Then  he  glanced  again  at  the  young  lady — or 
rather,  at  her  costume. 

"  The  assistance  you  demand  for  some  one, 
signorina  :  is  it  a  sum  of  money — is  it  a  reason- 
able, ordinary  sum  of  money  that  would  be  in  the 
question  perhaps  ? " 
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"  Oh  no,  signore  ;  not  at  all !  " 

"  Very  well.  Then  have  the  kindness  to 
write  your  name  and  your  address  for  me  :  I  will 
convey  your  appeal." 

He  brought  her  writing  materials ;  after  a 
moment's  consideration  she  wrote  —  "  Natalie 
Lind,  the  datighter  of  Natalie  Berezolyi.  Hotel 
."     She  handed  him  the  paper. 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  signorina.  To-day,  per- 
haps to-morrow,  you  will  hear  from  the  friends  of 
Calabressa.  You  will  be  ready  to  go  where  they 
ask  you  to  go  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  sir  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  How 
can  I  thank  you  ?  " 

"It  is  unnecessary,"  he  said,  taking  the  lamp 
to  show  her  the  way  more  clearly.  "  I  have  the 
honour  to  wish  you  good  morning,  signorina." 
And  again  he  bowed  respectfully.  "  Your  most 
humble  servant,  signorina." 

She  returned  to  the  hotel ;  and  found  that  her 
mother  had  gone  upstairs  to  her  own  room. 

"  Natalushka,  you  have  been  away  trying  to 
find  some  one." 

"  Yes,  mother,"  the  girl  said,  rather  sadly. 

"  Why  did  you  go  alone  ?  " 
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"  I  thought  I  would  not  tire  you,  dear  mother." 
Then  she  described  all  the  circumstances  of 
her  morning's  visit. 

"  But  why  should  you  be  so  sad,  Natalushka  ?" 
the  mother  said,  taking  her  daughter's  hand. 
"  Don't  you  know  that  fine  palaces  may  have 
rusty  keys  .^  Oh,  I  can  reassure  you  on  that 
point.  You  will  not  have  to  deal  with  persons 
like  your  friend  the  wine-merchant — not  at  all. 
I  know  at  least  as  much  as  that,  child.  But,  you 
see.  they  have  to  guard  themselves." 

Natalie  would  not  leave  the  hotel  for  a 
moment.  She  pretended  to  read ;  but  exery 
person  who  came  into  the  reading-room  caused 
her  to  look  up  with  a  start  of  apprehensive 
enquiry.  At  last  there  came  a  note  to  her.  She 
broke  open  the  envelope  hurriedly,  and  found  a 
plain  white  card,  with  these  words  written  on  it — 
"  Be  at  tJic  Villa  OdelschalcJii,  Portici,  at  four 
this  afternoon.'' 

Joy  leapt  to  her  face  again. 
"Mother,  look!"  she  cried,  eagerly.     "After 
all,  we  may  hope  ?  " 

"  This    time   you    shall    not   go    alone,   Nata- 
lushka." 
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"  Why  not,  mother  ?     I  am  not  afraid." 

"  I  may  be  of  use  to  you,  child.  There  may 
be  friends  of  mine  there — who  knows  ?  I  am 
going  with  you." 

In  course  of  time  they  hired  a  carriage,  and 
drove  away  through  the  crowded  and  gaily  coloured 
city  in  the  glow  of  the  afternoon.  But  they  had 
sufficient  prudence,  before  reaching  Portici,  to 
descend  from  the  carriage,  and  proceed  on  foot. 
They  walked  quietly  along,  apparently  not  much 
interested  in  what  was  around  them.  Presently 
Natalie  pressed  her  mother's  arm ;  they  were 
opposite  the  Villa  Odelschalchi— there  was  the 
name  on  the  flat  pillars  by  the  gate. 

This  great  plain  building,  which  might  have 
been  called  a  palazzo  rather  then  a  villa-,  seemed, 
on  the  side  fronting  the  street,  to  be  entirely 
closed  ;  all  the  casements  of  the  windows  being 
shut.  But  when  they  crossed  to  the  gate,  and 
pulled  the  big  iron  handle  that  set  a  bell  ringing, 
a  porter  appeared — a  big,  indolent-looking  man, 
who  regarded  them  calmly,  to  see  which  would 
speak  first. 

Natalie  simply  produced  the  card  that  had 
been  sent  to  her. 
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"  This  is  the  Vilki  Odelschalchi,  I  perceive," 
she  said. 

"  Oh,  it  is  you,  then,  signorina  ?  "  the  porter 
said,  with  great  respect.  "  Yes,  there  was  one 
lad)-  to  come  here  at  four  o'clock " 

"  But  the  signora  is  my  mother,"  said  Natalie, 
perhaps  with  a  trifle  of  impatience. 

The  man  hesitated  for  a  moment  ;  but  by  this 
time  Natalie,  accompanied  by  her  mother,  had 
passed  through  the  cool  grey  archway  into  the 
spacious  tesselated  court  from  which  rose  on  each 
hand  a  wide  marble  staircase. 

"  Will  the  signorina  and  the  signora  her 
mother  condescend  to  follow  me  ? "  the  porter 
said,  leading  the  way  up  one  of  the  staircases,  the 
l^ig  iron  ke)-s  still  in  his  hand. 

They  were  shown  into  an  ante-chamber,  but 
scantily  furnished  ;  and  the  porter  disappeared. 
In  a  minute  or  two  there  came  into  the  room  a 
small,  sallow-complexioned  man — who  was  no 
other  than  the  Secretary  Granaglia.  He  bowed  ; 
and  as  he  did  so  glanced  from  the  one  to  the  other 
of  the  visitors  with  scrutiny. 

"It  is  no  doubt  correct,  signorina,"  said  he, 
addressing   himself  to    Natalie,    "  that   you    have 
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brought  the  signora  your  mother  with  you.  We 
had  thought  you  were  alone — from  the  message 
we  received.  No  matter;  only" — and  here  he 
turned  to  Natalie's  mother — "  only,  signora,  you 
will  renew  your  acquaintance  with  one  who  wishes 
to  be  known  by  the  name  of  Von  Zoesch.  I 
have  no  doubt  the  signora  understands." 

"  Oh,  perfectly,  perfectly,"  said  the  elder 
woman ;  she  had  been  familiar  with  these  prudent 
changes  of  name  all  her  life. 

The  Secretary  Granaglia  bowed  and  retired. 

"  It  is  some  one  who  knows  you,  mother  ? " 
Natalie  said,  breathlessly. 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so  ! "  the  other  answered.  She 
was  a  little  pale,  and  her  fingers  were  tightly 
clasped. 

Then  a  heavier  step  was  heard  in  the  empty 
corridors  outside.  The  door  was  opened  ;  there 
appeared  a  tall  and  soldierly-looking  man,  about 
six  feet  three  in  height  and  perfectly  erect,  with 
closely  cropped  white  hair,  a  long  white  moustache, 
a  reddish  face,  and  clear,  piercing,  light-blue  eyes. 
The  moment  the  elder  woman  saw  him,  she 
uttered  a  slight  cry — of  joy,  it  seemed,  and  sur- 
prise— and  sprang  to  her  feet. 
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"  Stefan  ! " 

"  Natalie ! "  he  exclaimed  in  turn,  with  an 
almost  boyish  laugh  of  pleasure ;  and  he  came 
forward  to  her  with  both  hands  outstretched,  and 
took  hers.  "  Why,  what  good  wind  has  brought 
you  to  this  country  ?  But  I  beg  a  thousand 
pardons " 

He  turned  and  grlanced  at  Natalie. 

"  My  child,"  she  said.  "  let  me  present  you  to 
my  old  friend,  General " 

"  Von  Zoesch,"  he  interrupted  ;  and  he  took 
Xatalie's  hand  at  the  same  time.  "  What,  you 
are  the  young  lady,  then,  who  bearded  the  lion  in 
his  den  this  morninor  ?  And  you  were  not  afraid  ? 
Xo  ;  I  can  see  you  are  a  Berezolyi  ;  if  )ou  were 
a  man  you  would  be  for  ever  getting  yourself  and 
your  friends  into  scrapes,  and  risking  your  neck 
to  get  them  out  again.  A  Berezolyi,  truly ! 
'  The  more  beautiful  dau^rhter  of  a  beautiful 
mother  ;'  but  the  little  scamp  knew  his  insulting 
iambics  were  only  fit  to  be  thrown  into  the  fire, 
when  he  made  that  unjust  comparison.  Ah,  you 
young  people  have  fresh  complexions  and  bright 
eyes  on  your  side  ;  but  we  old  people  prefer  our 
old  friends." 
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"  I  hope  so,  sir,"  said  Natalie,  with  her  eyes 
bent  down. 

"  And  had  your  father  no  other  messenger 
that  he  must  employ  you  ?  "  said  this  erect,  white- 
haired  giant,  who  regarded  her  in  a  kindly  way. 
"  Or  is  it  that  feather-brained  fellow  Calabressa  who 
has  got  you  to  intercede  Tor  him  ?  Rest  assured. 
Calabressa  will  soon  be  in  imminent  peril  of  being 
laid  by  the  heels  ;  and  he  is  therefore  supremely 
happy." 

Before  the  girl  could  speak  he  had  turned  to 
the  mother. 

"  Come,  my  old  friend,  shall  we  go  out  into 
the  garden  ?  I  am  sorry  the  reception-rooms  in 
the  Villa  are  all  dismantled  ;  in  truth,  we  are  only 
temporary  lodgers.  And  I  have  a  great  many 
questions  to  ask  you  about  old  friends — parti- 
cularly your  father." 

"  Stefan,  can  you  not  understand  why  I  have 
permitted  myself  to  leave  Hungary  ?  " 
He  glanced  at  her  deep  mourning. 
"  Ah,  is  that  so  ?  Well,  no  one  ever  lived  a 
braver  life.  And  how  he  kept  up  the  old 
Hungarian  traditions  .'—the  house  a  hotel  from 
month's  end  to  month's  end  :  no  questions  asked, 
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but   '  Are   you   a  stranger  ?     Then    my   house  is 
yours. 

He  led  the  way  down  the  stairs,  chatting-  to 
this  old  friend  of  his.  And  though  Natalie  was 
burning  with  impatience,  she  forced  herself  to  be 
silent.  Was  it  not  all  in  her  favour  that  this 
member  of  the  mysterious  Council  should  recur 
to  these  former  days  and  remind  himself  of  his 
intimacy  with  her  family  ?  She  followed  them 
in  silence.      He    seemed    to    have    foro-otten    her 

O 

existence. 

They  passed  through  the  courtyard,  and  down 
some  broad  steps.  The  true  front  of  the  building 
was  on  this  seaward  side — a  huge  mass  of  pink, 
with  green  casements.  From  the  broad  stone 
steps,  a  series  of  terraces,  prettily  laid  out,  de- 
scended to  a  lawn  ;  but  instead  of  passing  down 
that  way,  the  tall,  soldierly-looking  man  led  his 
companion  by  a  side  flight  of  steps,  which  enabled 
them  to  enter  an  alUc  cut  through  a  mass  of 
olives  and  orange  and  lemon  trees.  There  were 
fig-trees  along  the  wall  by  the  side  of  this  path  ; 
a  fountain  plashed  coolly  out  there  on  the  lawn  ; 
and  beyond  the  opening  showed  the  deep  blue  of 
tlie  sea,  with  the  clear  waves  breaking  whitely  on 
ilie  shores. 
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They  sat  down  on  a  garden-seat ;  and  Natalie, 
sitting  next  her  mother,  waited  patiently  and 
breathlessly,  scarcely  hearing  all  this  talk  about 
old  companions  and  friends. 

At  last  the  General  said — 

"  Now  about  the  business  that  brought  you 
here  :  is  it  serious  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  very,"  the  mother  said,  with  some 
colour  of  excitement  appearing  in  her  worn  face. 
"  It  is  a  friend  of  ours  in  England  ;  he  has  been 
charged  by  the  Society  with  some  duty  that  will 
cost  him  his  life  ;  we  have  come  to  intercede  for 
him — to  ask  you  to  save  him.  For  the  sake  of 
old  times,  Stefan " 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  said  the  other,  looking 
grave.     "  Do  you  mean  the  Englishman  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  the  same  !  " 

"  And  who  has  told  you  what  it  is  purposed 
to  have  done  ?  "  he  asked,  with  quite  a  change  in 
his  manner. 

"No  one,"  she  answered,  eagerly.  "We 
ofuess  that  it  is  somethinof  of  sfreat  danofer." 

"  And  if  that  is  so,  are  you  unfamiliar  with 
persons  having  to  incur  danger  ?  Why  not  an 
Enoflishman    as    well    as    another  ?      This    is   an 
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extraordinary  freak  of  yours,  Natalie  ;  I  cannot 
understand  it.  And  to  have  come  so  far  when 
any  one  in  England — any  one  of  us,  I  mean — 
could  have  told  you  it  was  useless  !  " 

"  But  why  useless,  if  you  are  inclined  to 
interfere  ? "  she  said,  boldly.  "  And  I  think  my 
father's  family  have  some  title  to  consideration." 

"  My  old  friend,"  said  he,  in  a  kindly  way, 
"  what  is  there  in  the  world  I  would  not  do  for 
you,  if  it  were  within  my  power  ?  But  this  is 
not.  What  you  ask  is,  to  put  the  matter  shortly, 
impossible — impossible  ! " 

In  the  brief  silence  that  followed,  the  mother 
heard  a  slight  sigh ;  she  turned  instantly  and  saw 
her  daughter,  as  white  as  death,  about  to  fall. 
She  caught  her  in  her  arms,  w^ith  a  slight  cry  of 
alarm. 

"  Here,  Stefan  !  Take  my  handkerchief — dip 
it  in  the  water — quick  ! " 

The  huge  bullet-headed  man  strode  across  the 
lawn  to  the  fountain.  As  he  returned,  and  saw 
before  iiim  the  white-lipped  unconscious  girl  who 
was  supported  in  her  mother's  arms,  he  said  to 
himself,  "  Now  I  understand." 


SUNRISE. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


AN    APPEAL. 


This  sudden  and  involuntary  confession  of  alarm 
and  despair  no  doubt  told  her  story  more  clearly 
than  anything  else  could  have  done.  General 
von  Zoesch,  as  he  chose  to  call  himself,  was  ex- 
cessively concerned ;  he  held  her  hand  till  he 
saw  the  life  returning  to  the  pale,  beautiful  face  ; 
he  was  profuse  and  earnest  in  his  apologies. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  I  beg  a  thousand 
pardons ! — I  had  no  idea  of  alarming  you ;  I  had 
no  idea  you  were  so  deeply  interested  ;  come, 
take  my  arm  and  we  will  walk  down  into  the 
open  where  the  sea-air  is  cool.  I  beg  a  thousand 
pardons ! " 

She  had  pulled  herself  together  with  a 
desperate  effort  of  will. 

"  You  spoke  abruptly,  signore.     You  used  the 
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word  wipossiblc.  I  had  imagined  it  was  unknown 
to  you." 

Her  lips  were  rather  pale ;  but  there  was  a 
flush  of  colour  returning  to  her  face  ;  and  her 
voice  had  something  of  the  old  proud  and  pathetic 
rinof  in  it. 

"Yes,"  she  continued,  standing  before  him, 
with  her  eyes  downcast,  "  I  was  told  that  when 
great  trouble  came  upon  me  or  mine  I  was  to 
come  here — to  Naples — and  I  should  find  myself 
under  the  protection  of  the  greatest  power  in 
Europe.  My  name — my  mother's  name — was  to 
be  enough.  And  this  is  the  result — that  a  brave 
man,  who  is  our  friend  and  dear  to  us,  is 
threatened  with  a  dishonourable  death ;  and  the 
very  power  that  imposed  it  on  him — the  power 
that  was  said  to  be  invincible,  and  wise,  and 
generous — is  unable,  or  unwilling,  to  stir  hand 
or  foot!" 

"  A  dishonourable  death,  signorina ?  " 

"  Oh,  signore,"  she  said,  with  a  proud  indig- 
nation, "  do  not  speak  to  me  as  if  I  were  a  child  ! 
Cannot  one  see  what  is  behind  all  this  secrecy  ? 
Cannot  one  see  that  you  know  well  what  has 
been  done  in  England,  by  your  friends  and 
3.— xir.  1 
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colleagues  ?  You  put  this  man,  who  is  too 
proud,  too  noble,  to  withdraw  from  his  word,  on 
a  service  that  involves  the  certain  sacrifice  of  his 
life.  And  there  is  no  honour  attached  to  this 
sacrifice — so  he  himself  has  admitted.  What 
does  that  mean  ?  What  can  it  mean — but  assas- 
sination ! " 

He  drew  back  his  head  a  little  bit,  as  if 
startled,  and  stared  at  her. 

"My  dear  young  lady !  " 

But  her  courage  had  not  returned  to  her  for 
nothing.  She  raised  the  beautiful,  dark,  pathetic 
eyes ;  and  regarded  him  with  an  indignant  fear- 
lessness. 

"  That  is  what  any  one  might  guess,"  she 
said.  "  But  there  is  more.  Signore,  you  and 
your  friends  meditate  the  assassination  of  the 
King  of  Italy !  And  you  call  on  an  Englishman 
— an  Englishman  who  has  no  love  of  secret  and 
blood-stained  ways " 

*'  Stefan  !  "  the  mother  cried,  quickly,  and  she 
placed  her  hand  on  the  General's  arm.  "  Do  not 
be  angry.  Do  not  heed  her — she  is  a  child — 
she  is  quick  to  speak.  Believe  me,  there  are 
other  reasons  for  our  coming  to  you." 
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"  Yes,  yes,  my  friend  Natalie ;  all  in  y^ood 
time.  But  I  am  most  anxious  to  put  myself 
right  with  the  signorina  your  daughter  first  of 
all.  Now,  my  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  taking 
her  hand,  and  putting  it  on  his  arm,  and  gently 
compelling  her  to  walk  with  him  towards  the 
opener  space  where  the  sea-air  was  cool,  "  I 
again  apologize  to  you  for  having  spoken  un- 
wittingly  " 

"  Oh,  signore,  do  not  trouble  about  that !  It 
is  not  a  matter  of  courtesy  or  politeness  that  is  in 
the  question  :  it  is  the  life  of  one  of  one's  dearest 
friends.     There  are  other  times  for  politeness  ! " 

"  Stefan  !  "  the  mother  interposed,  anxiously, 
"do  not  heed  her — she  is  agitated." 

"  My  dear  Natalie,'*'  said  the  General,  smiling, 
"  I  admire  a  brave  woman  as  I  admire  a  brave 
man.  Do  not  I  recognize  another  of  you 
Berezolyis  :  the  moment  you  think  one  of  your 
friends  is  being  wronged,  fire  and  water  won't 
prevent  you  from  speaking  out.  No,  no,  my  dear 
young  lady,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  daughter,  "you 
cannot  offend  me  by  being  loyal  and  outspoken." 

He  patted  her  hand,  just  as  Calabressa  had 
done. 
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"  But  I  must  ask  you  to  listen  for  a  moment, 
to  remove  one  or  two  misconceptions.  It  is  true 
I  know  something  of  the  service  which  your 
English  friend  has  undertaken  to  perform.  Be- 
lieve me,  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  assassina- 
tion of  the  King  of  Italy — nothing  in  the  world." 

She  lifted  her  dark  eyes  for  a  second,  and 
regarded  him  steadily. 

"I  perceive,"  said  he,  "that  you  pay  me  the 
compliment  of  asking  me  if  I  lie.  I  do  not. 
Reassure  yourself;  there  are  no  people  in  this 
country  more  loyal  to  the  present  dynasty  than 
my  friends  and  myself.  We  have  no  time  for  wild 
Republican  projects." 

She  looked  somewhat  bewildered.  This 
speculation  as  to  the  possible  nature  of  the  service 
demanded  of  George  Brand  had  been  the  out- 
come of  many  a  night's  anxious  self-communing ; 
and  she  had  indulged  in  the  wild  hope  that  this 
man,  when  abruptly  challenged,  might  have  been 
startled  into  some  avowal.  For  then,  would  not 
her  course  have  been  clear  enouo;h  ?  But  now  she 
was  thrown  back  on  her  former  perplexity ;  with 
only  the  one  certainty  present  to  her  mind — the 
certainty  of  the  danger  that  confronted  her  lover. 
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"  My  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  "it  is  useless 
for  you  to  ask  what  that  service  is  ;  for  I  shall 
refuse  to  answer  you.  But  I  assure  you  that  you 
have  my  deepest  sympathy  ;  and  I  have  seen  a 
good  deal  of  suffering-  from  similar  causes.  I  do 
not  seek  to  break  into  your  confidence ;  but  I 
think  I  understand  your  position  ;  you  will  believe 
me  that  it  is  with  no  light  heart  that  I  must  repeat 
the  word  impossible.  Need  I  reason  with  you  ? 
Need  I  point  out  to  you  that  there  is  scarcely  any 
one  in  the  world  whom  we  might  select  for  a 
dangerous  duty  who  would  not  have  some  one 
■who  would  suffer  on  his  account  ?  Who  is  without 
some  tie  of  affection,  that  must  be  cut  asunder — 
no  matter  with  what  pain — when  the  necessity  for 
the  sacrifice  arises  ?  You  are  one  of  the  un- 
happy ones  :  you  must  be  brave  :  you  must  try  to 
forget  your  suffering  as  thousands  of  wives  and 
sweethearts  and  daucjliters  have  had  to  forq;et  in 
thinkinor  that  their  relatives  and  friends  died  in  a 
good  cause." 

Her  heart  was  proud  and  indignant  no  longer. 
It  had  grown  numbed.  The  air  from  the  sea  felt 
cold. 

"  I  am  helpless,  signore,"  she  nuirmured.     "  I 


ii8  SUNRISE. 

do  not  know  what  that  cause  is.  I  do  not  know 
what  justification  you  have  for  taking  this  man's 
life." 

He  did  not  answer  that.     He  said — 

"  Perhaps,  indeed,  it  is  not  those  who  are 
called  on  to  sacrifice  their  life  for  the  general 
good  who  suffer  most.  They  can  console  them- 
selves with  thinkino-  of  the  results.  It  is  their 
friends — those  dearest  to  them — who  suffer  ;  and 
who  many  a  time  would  no  doubt  be  glad  to 
become  their  substitutes.  It  is  true  that  we — 
that  is,  that  many  associations — recognize  the 
principle  of  the  vicarious  performance  of  duties 
and  punishments ;  but  not  any  one  yet  has  per- 
mitted a  woman  to  become  substitute  for  a  man." 

"  What  made  you  think  of  that,  signore  ?  "  she 
asked,  regarding  him. 

"  I  have  known  some  cases,"  he  said,  evasively, 
*'  where  such  an  offer,  I  think,  would  have  been 
made." 

"It  could  not  be  accepted  ? " 

"Oh  no!" 

"  Not  even  by  the  power  that  is  the  greatest 
in  Europe  ?"  she  said,  bitterly — "that  is  invincible, 
and  all-generous  ?    Oh,  signore,  you  are  too  modest 
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in  your  pretensions !  And  the  Berezolyis — they 
have  done  nothing,  then,  in  former  days  to  entitle 
them  to  consideration  ;  they  are  but  as  anybody 
in  the  crowd,  who  might  come  forward  and  inter- 
cede for  a  friend  ;  they  have  no  old  associates, 
then,  and  companions  in  this  Society,  that  they 
cannot  have  this  one  thing  granted  them — that 
they  cannot  get  this  one  man's  life  spared  to  him  ! 
Signore,  your  representatives  mistake  your  powers ; 
more  than  that,  they  mistake  the  strength  of  your 
memory — and  your  friendship ! " 

The  red  face  of  the  bullet-headed  General  grew 
redder  still ;  but  not  with  anger. 

"  Signorina,"  he  said,  evidently  greatly  em- 
barrassed, "  you  humiliate  me.  You — you  do  not 
know  what  you  ask " 

He  had  led  her  back  to  the  garden-seat ; 
they  had  both  sat  down  ;  he  did  not  notice  how 
her  bosom  was  struggling  with  emotion. 

"  You  ask  me  to  interfere — to  commit  an  act 
of  injustice " 

*'  Oh,  signore,  signore,  this  is  what  I  ask ! " 
she  cried,  quite  overcome ;  and  she  fell  at  his  feet, 
and  put  her  clasped  hands  on  his  knees,  and 
broke  into  a  wild  fit  of  crying.     "  This  is  what  I 
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ask  of  you,  signore — this  is  what  I  beg  from  you 
on  my  knees — I  ask  you  to  give  to  me  the  Hfe  of 
— of  my  betrothed ! " 

She  buried  her  face  in  her  hands ;  her  frame 
was  shaken  with  her  sobs. 

"  Little  daughter,"  said  he,  greatly  agitated. 
"Rise.  Come,  remain  here  for  a  few  moments.  I 
wish  to  sjDeak  to  your  mother — alone.     Natalie  !  " 

The  elder  woman  accompanied  him  a  short 
distance  across  the  lawn ;  they  stood  by  the 
fountain. 

"  By  Heaven,  I  would  do  anything  for  the 
child,"  he  said,  rapidly.  "  But  you  see,  dear  friend, 
how  it  is  impossible.  Look  at  the  injustice  of  it. 
If  we  transferred  this  duty  to  another  person,  what 
possible  excuse  could  we  make  to  him  whom  we 
might  choose  ?  " 

He  was  looking  back  at  the  girl. 

"It  will  kill  her,  Stefan,"  the  mother  said. 

"  Others  have  suffered  also." 

The  elder  woman  seemed  to  collect  herself  a 
litde. 

"  But  I  told  you  we  had  not  said  everything 
to  you.  The  poor  child  is  in  despair ;  she  has 
not  thought  of  all  the  reasons  that  induced  us  to 
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come  to  you.  Stefan,  you  remember  my  cousin 
Konrad  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  I  remember  Konrad  well  enough," 
said  the  General,  absently  ;  fur  he  was  still  regard- 
ing the  younger  Natalie,  who  sat  on  the  bench, 
her  hands  clasped,  her  head  bent  down.  "  Poor 
fellow,  he  came  to  a  sad  end  at  last.  But  he 
always  carried  his  life  in  his  hands  ;  and  with  a 
gay  heart,  too." 

"  But  )ou  remember,  do  you  not,  something 
before  that }  "  the  mother  said,  with  some  colour 
coming  into  her  face.  "  You  remember  how  my 
husband  had  him  chosen — and  I  m)'self  appealed 
— and  you,  Stefan,  you  were  among  the  first  to 
say  that  the  Society  must  enquire " 

"  Ah,  but  that  was  different,  Natalie.  You 
know  why  it  was  that  that  commission  had  to  be 
reversed." 

"  Do  I  know  ?  Yes.  What  else  have  I  had 
to  think  about  these  sixteen  or  seventeen  years 
since  my  child  was  separated  from  me  .'*  "  she  said, 
sadly.  "  And  perhaps  I  have  grown  suspicious, 
l^erhaps  I  have  grown  mad,  to  think  that  what 
has  happened  once  might  happen  again." 

"  What  ?"  he  said,  turning  his  clear  blue  eyes 
suddenly  on  her. 
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She  did  not  flinch. 

"  Consider  the  circumstances,  Stefan  ;  and 
say  whether  one  has  no  reason  to  suspect.  The 
Enghshman,  this  Mr.  Brand,  loves  Natahe ;  she 
loves  him  in  return ;  my  husband  refuses  his  con- 
sent to  the  marriage  ;  and  yet  they  meet  in  oppo- 
sition to  his  wishes.  Then  there  is  another  thing 
that  I  cannot  so  well  explain  ;  but  it  is  something 
about  a  request  on  my  husband's  part  that  Mr. 
Brand,  who  is  a  man  of  wealth,  should  accept  a 
certain  office,  and  give  over  his  property  to  the 
funds  of  the  Society." 

"  I  understand  perfectly,"  her  companion  said, 
calmly.     "Well?" 

"Well,  Mr.  Brand,  thinking  of  Natalie's  future, 
refuses.  But  consider  this,  Stefan,  that  it  had 
been  hinted  to  him  before  that,  in  case  of  his 
refusal,  he  might  be  sent  to  America  to  remain 
there  for  life." 

"  I  perceive,  my  old  friend,  that  you  are  read- 
ing in  your  own  interpretations  into  an  ordinary 
matter  of  business.      However." 

"  But  his  refusal  was  immediately  followed  by 
that  arrangement.  He  was  ordered  to  sfo  to 
America.       My    husband    no    doubt    considered 
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that  that  would  effectually  separate  him  and 
Natalie " 

"Again  you  are  putting  in  your  own  interpre- 
tation." 

"  One  moment,  Stefan.  My  child  is  brave. 
She  thought  an  injustice  was  being  done.  She 
thought  it  was  for  her  sake  that  her  lover  was 
being  sent  away  ;  and  then  she  spoke  frankly  :  she 
said  she  would  go  with  him." 

**  Yes."  He  was  now  listening  with  more 
interest. 

"  You  perceive,  then,  my  dear  friend  ?  My 
husband  was  thwarted  in  every  way.  Then  it 
was,  and  quite  suddenly,  that  he  reversed  this 
arrangement  about  America  ;  and  there  fell  on 
Mr.  Brand  this  terrible  thing.  Knowing  what  I 
know,  do  you  not  think  I  had  fair  cause  for  sus  • 
picion  ?  And  when  Natalie  said,  '  Oh,  there  are 
those  abroad  who  will  remove  this  cjreat  trouble 
from  us,'  then  I  said  to  myself,  *  At  all  events,  the 
Society  does  not  countenance  injustice.  It  will 
see  that  right  has  been  done.' " 

The  face  of  this  man  had  grown  very  grave  ; 
and  for  some  time  he  did  not  speak. 

"  I  see  what  you  suggest,  Natalie,"  he  said  at 
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length.  "  It  is  a  serious  matter.  I  should  have 
said  your  suspicions  were  idle — that  the  thing  was 
impossible — but  for  the  fact  that  it  has  occurred 

before.     Strange,  now,  if  old ,  whose  wisdom 

and  foresight  the  world  is  beginning  to  recognize 
now,  should  be  proved  to  be  wise  on  this  point 
too,  as  on  so  many  others.  He  used  always  to 
say  to  us  :  '  When  once  you  find  a  man  unfaithful, 
never  trust  him  after.  When  once  a  man  has 
allowed  himself  to  put  his  personal  advantage 
before  his  duty  to  such  a  Society  as  yours,  it 
shows  that  somewhere  or  other  there  is  in  him 
the  leaven  of  a  self-seeker,  which  is  fatal  to  all 
Societies.  Impose  the  heaviest  penalties  on  such 
an  offence ;  cast  him  out  when  you  have  the 
opportunity.'  It  would  be  strange,  indeed ;  it 
would  be  like  fate  ;  It  would  appear  as  though 
the  thing  were  in  the  blood,  and  must  come  out, 
no  matter  what  warning  the  man  may  have  had 
before.  You  know,  Natalie,  what  your  husband 
had  to  endure  for  his  former  lapse  ?  " 

She  nodded  her  head. 

For  some  time  he  was  again  silent ;  and  there 
was  a  deeper  air  of  reflection  on  his  face  than 
almost  seemed  natural  to  it ;  for  he  looked  more 
of  a  soldier  than  a  thinker. 
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"If  there  were  any  informality,"  he  said 
ahiiost  to  himself,  "  in  the  proceedings,  one  mi^ht 
have  just  cause  to  intervene.  But  your  husband, 
my  Natalie,"  he  continued,  addressing  her  directly, 
"  is  well  trusted  by  us.  Me  has  done  us  long  and 
faithful  service  We  should  be  slow  to  put  any 
slight  on  him,  especially  that  of  suspicion." 

"  That,  Stefan,"  said  Natalie's  mother,  with 
courage,  "  is  a  small  matter,  surely,  compared  with 
the  possibility  of  your  letting  this  man  go  to  his 
death  unjustly.  You  would  countenance,  then, 
an  act  of  private  revenge  ?  That  is  the  use  you 
would  let  the  powers  of  your  Society  be  put  to  ? 
That  is  not  what  Jiinecki,  what  Rausch,  what 
Falevitch  looked  forward  to  !  " 

The  taunt  was  quite  lost  on  him ;  he  was 
calmly  regarding  Natalie.  She  had  not  stirred. 
After  that  one  outburst  of  despairing  appeal,  there 
was  no  more  for  her  to  say  or  to  do.  She  could 
wait,  mutely,  and  hear  wliat  the  fate  of  her  lover 
was  to  be. 

"  Unfortunately,"  said  the  General,  turning  and 
looking  up  at  the  vast  pink  frontage  of  the  \'illa, 
"  there  are  no  papers  here  that  one  can  appeal  to. 
I  only  secured  the  temporary  use  of  the  \'illa,  as 
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being  a  more  fitting  place  than  some  to  receive 
the  signorina  your  daughter.  But  it  is  possible 
the  Secretary  may  remember  something  ;  he  has 
a  good  memory.  Will  you  excuse  me,  Natalie, 
for  a  few  moments  ?  " 

He  strode  away  towards  the  house.  The 
mother  went  over  to  her  daughter ;  and  put  a 
hand  on  her  shoulder. 

"  Courage,  Natalushka  !  You  must  not  despair 
yet.  Ah,  my  old  friend  Stefan  has  a  kind  heart  ; 
there  were  tears  in  his  eyes  when  he  turned  away 
from  your  appeal  to  him.  He  does  not  forget  old 
associates." 

Von  Zoesch  almost  immediately  returned,  still 
looking  pre-occupied.  He  drew  Natalie's  mother 
aside  a  few  steps  and  said — 

**  This  much  I  may  tell  you,  Natalie  ;  in  the 
proceedings  four  were  concerned — your  husband, 
Mr.  Brand,  Beratinsky,  Reitzei.  What  do  you 
know  of  these  last  two  ?  " 

"  I  ?     Alas,  Stefan,  I  know  nothing  of  them." 

"  And  we  here  little.  They  are  of  your 
husband's  appointment.  I  may  also  tell  you. 
Natalie,  that  the  Secretary  is  also  of  my  opinion, 
that  it  is  very  unlikely  your  husband  would  be  so 
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audacious  as  to  repeat  his  offence  of  former  years, 
by  conspiring  to  fix  this  duty  on  this  man  to 
serve  his  own  interests.  It  would  be  too  auda- 
cious--unless  his  temper  had  outrun  his  reason 
altogether." 

"  But  you  must  remember,  Stefan,"  she  said, 
eagerly,  "  that  there  was  no  one  in  England  who 
knew  that  former  story.  He  could  not  imagine 
that  I  was  to  be,  unhappily,  set  free  to  go  to  my 
dauGfhter — that  I  should  be  at  her  side  when  this 
trouble  fell  on  her " 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  he,  gently  interrupting 
her,  "  you  have  appealed  to  us  ;  we  will  enquire. 
It  will  be  a  delicate  affair.  If  there  has  been  any 
complicity,  any  unfairness,  to  summon  these  men 
hither  would  be  to  make  firmer  confederates  of 
them  than  ever.  If  one  could  get  at  them  sepa- 
rately, individually " 

He  kept  pressing  his  white  moustache  into  his 
teeth  with  his  forefinger. 

"If  Calabressa  were  not  such  a  talker,"  he 
said,  absently.  "  But  he  has  ingenuity,  the  feather- 
brained devil." 

"  Stefan,  I  could  trust  everything  to  Cala- 
bressa ! "  she  said. 
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"  In  the  mean  time,"  he  said,  "  I  will  not 
detain  you.  If  you  remain  at  the  same  hotel  we 
shall  be  able  to  communicate  with  you.  I  pre- 
sume your  carriage  is  outside  ?  " 

"  It  is  waiting  for  us  a  little  way  off." 

He  accompanied  them  into  the  tesselated 
courtyard  ;  but  not  to  the  gate.  He  bade  good- 
bye to  his  elder  friend ;  then  he  took  the  younger 
lady's  hand,  and  held  it  and  regarded  her. 

"  Figliuola  mia,"  he  said,  with  a  kindly  glance, 
"  I  pity  you  if  you  have  to  suffer.  We  will  hope 
for  better  things ;  if  it  is  impossible,  you  have  a 
brave  heart." 

When  they  had  left  he  went  up  the  marble 
staircase  and  along  the  empty  corridor  until  he 
reached  a  certain  room. 

"  Granaglia,  can  you  tell  me  where  our  friend 
Calabressa  may  happen  to  be  at  this  precise 
moment  ?  " 

"  At  Brindisi,  I  believe,  Excellenza." 

"  At  Brindisi  still.  The  devil  of  a  fellow  is 
not  so  impatient  as  I  had  expected.  Ah,  well. 
Have  the  goodness  to  send  for  him,  friend 
Granaglia ;  and  bid  him  come  with  speed." 

"  Most  Avillingly,  Excellenza." 
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OxE  warm,  still  afternoon  Calabressa  was  walking' 
quickly  along  the  crowded  quays  of  Naples,  when 
he  was  beset  by  a  more  than  usually  importunate 
beggar — a  youth  of  about  twelve,  almost  naked. 

"  Something  for  bread,  signore — for  the  love 
of  God — my  father  taken  to  heaven — my  mother 
starving — bread,  signore " 

"  To  the  devil  with  you  ! "  said  Calabressa. 

"  May  you  burst ! "  replied  the  polite  youth  ; 
and  he  tried  to  kick  Calabressa's  legs  and  make 
off  at  the  same  time. 

This  feat  he  failed  in ;  so  that  as  he  was 
departing  Calabressa  hit  him  a  cuff  on  the  side 
of  the  head  which  sent  him  rolling.  Then  there 
was  a  howl  ;  and  presently  a  universal  tumult  of 
women,  calling  out.  "  Ah,  the  German  !  ah,  the 
foreigner!"  and  so  forth,  and  drawing  threatcn- 

3.— XIII.  K 
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ingly  near.  Calabressa  sought  In  his  pockets  for 
a  handful  of  small  copper  coins  ;  turned  ;  threw 
them  high  in  the  air ;  and  did  not  stay  to  watch 
the  effect  of  the  shower  on  the  heads  of  the 
women,  but  walked  quietly  away. 

However,  in  thus  suddenly  turning,  he  had 
caught  sight — even  with  his  near-sighted  eyes — 
of  an  unwholesome-looking  young  man,  pale, 
clean-shaven,  with  bushy  black  hair,  whom  he 
recognized.  He  appeared  to  pay  no  attention ; 
but  walked  quickly  on. 

Taking  one  or  two  unnecessary  turnings,  he 
became  convinced  that  the  young  man,  as  he  had 
suspected,  was  following  him.  Then,  without 
more  ado,  and  even  without  looking  behind  him, 
he  set  out  for  his  destination,  which  was  Posilipo. 
In  due  course  of  time  he  began  to  ascend  the 
wooded  hill  with  its  villas  and  walls  and  cactus- 
hedges.  At  a  certain  turning,  where  he  could 
not  be  observed  by  any  one  behind  him,  he 
turned  sharp  off  to  the  left,  and  stood  behind  a 
wooden  gate.  A  couple  of  minutes  afterwards 
the  young  man  came  along — more  rapidly  now — 
for  he  no  doubt  fancied  that  Calabressa  had  dis- 
appeared ahead. 
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Calabressa  stepped  out  from  his  hiding-place, 
went  after  him,  and  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 
He  turned,  stared,  and  endeavoured  to  appear 
angry  and  astonished. 

"  Oh  yes,  to  be  sure,"  said  Calabressa,  with 
calm  sarcasm.  "  At  )our  disposition,  signore  ! 
So  we  were  not  satisfied  with  selling  photographs 
and  pebbles  to  the  English  on  board  the  steamer ; 
we  want  to  get  a  little  Judas  money  ;  we  sell  our- 
selves to  the  weasels,  the  worms,  the  vermin " 

"  Oh,  I  assure  you,  signore "  the  shaven- 
faced  youth  exclaimed,  much  more  humbly. 

"Oh,  I  assure  you  too,  signore!"  Calabressa 
continued,  facetiously.  "  And  you,  you  poor 
innocent,  you  have  not  been  with  the  weasels 
six  weeks  when  you  think  you  will  try  your  nose 
in  tracking  me.  Body  of  Bacchus,  it  is  too 
Insolent !  " 

"  I  assure  you,  signore " 

"  Now,  behold  this,  my  friend.  We  must 
give  children  like  you  a  warning.  If  you  had 
been  a  little  older,  and  not  quite  so  foolish,  I 
should  have  had  you  put  on  the  Black  List  of 
my  friends  the  Camorrlsti — you  understand  ? 
But    you — we    will     cure    )0U     otherwise.       Voii 
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know  the  Englishman's  yacht  that  has  come  into 
the  Great  Harbour " 

"  Signore,  I  beg  of  you " 

"  Beg  of  the  devil  !  "  said  Calabressa,  calmly. 
"  Between  the  Englishman's  yacht  and  the  Little 
Mole  you  will  find  a  schooner  moored — her  name 
JLa  Svezia.  Do  not  forget — La  Svezia.  To- 
morrow you  will  go  on  board  of  her ;  ask  for 
the  captain  ;  go  down  below  ;  and  beg  him  to 
be  so  kind  as  to  give  you  twelve  stripes " 

"  Signore ! " 

"Another  word,  moucJiard,  and  I  make  it 
twenty.  He  will  give  you  a  receipt,  which  you 
will  sign,  and  bring  to  me  :  otherwise,  down  goes 
your  name  on  the  List.  Which  do  you  prefer  ? 
Oh,  we  will  teach  some  of  you  young  weasels  a 
lesson !  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you  a  good 
morning." 

Calabressa  touched  his  hat  politely,  and 
walked  on,  leaving  the  young  man  petrified  with 
rage  and  fear. 

By-and-by  he  began  to  walk  more  leisurely 
and  with  more  circumspection,  keeping  a  sharp 
look-out,  as  well  as  his  near-sighted  eyes  allowed, 
on  any  passer-by  or  vehicle  he  happened  to  meet. 
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At  length,  and  with  the  same  precautions  he  had 
used  on  a  former  occasion,  he  entered  the  grounds 
of  the  villa  he  had  sought  out  in  the  company 
of  Gathorne  Edwards  ;  and  made  his  way  up  to 
the  fountain  on  the  little  plateau.  But  now  his 
message  had  been  previously  prepared  ;  he 
dropped  it  into  the  receptacle  concealed  beneath 
the  lip  of  the  fountain  ;  and  then  descended  the 
steep  little  terraces  until  he  got  round  to  the 
entrance  of  the  grotto. 

Instead  of  passing  in  by  this  cleft  in  the  rock- 
Avork,  however,  he  found  awaiting  him  there  the 
person  who  had  summoned  him — the  so-called 
General  von  Zoesch.  Calabressa  was  somewhat 
startled ;  but  he  said,  "  Your  humble  servant, 
Excellenza  !  "  and  removed  his  cap. 

"  Keep  your  hat  on  your  head,  friend  Cala- 
bressa," said  the  other  good-naturedly,  "  you  are 
as  old  as  I  am." 

He  seated  himself  on  a  projecting  ledge  of 
the  rock-work  ;  and  motioned  to  Calabressa  to 
do  likewise  on  the  other  side  of  the  entrance. 
They  were  completely  screened  from  observation 
by  a  mass  of  olive  and  fig  trees,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  far-stretching  orange  shrubbery  beyond. 
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"  The  Council  have  paid  you  a  high  compli- 
ment, my  Calabressa,"  the  General  said,  plunging 
at  once  into  the  matter.  "  They  have  resolved 
to  entrust  you  with  a  very  difficult  mission." 

'*  It  is  a  great  honour." 

"  You  won't  have  to  risk  your  neck,  which 
will  no  doubt  disappoint  you  ;  but  you  will  have 
to  show  us  whether  there  is  the  stuff  of  a  diplo- 
matist in  you." 

"  Oh,  as  for  that,  Excellenza,"  Calabressa  said, 
confidently,  "  one  can  be  a  bavard  at  times,  for 
amusement,  for  nonsense ;  and  one  can  at  times 
be  silent,  when  there  is  necessity." 

"  You  know  of  the  affair  of  Zaccatelli.  The 
agent  has  been  found — as  we  desired,  in  England. 
I  understand  you  know  him ;   his  name  is  Brand." 

Calabressa  uttered  an  exclamation. 

"  Excellenza,  do  you  know  what  you  have 
said !  You  pierce  my  heart.  Why  he  of  all 
those  in  England  ?  He  is  the  betrothed  of 
Natalie's  daughter — the  Natalie  Berezolyi,  Excel- 
lenza, who  married  Ferdinand  Lind " 

"  I  know  it,"  said  the  other,  calmly.  "  I  have 
seen  the  young  lady.     She  is  a  beautiful  child." 

"  She   is  more  than  that — she  is  a  beautiful- 
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souled  child ! "  said  Calabressa,  in  great  agitation. 
"  And  she  has  a  tender  heart.  I  tell  you  it  will 
kill  her,  Excellenza — oh,  it  is  infamous ! — it  is 
not  to  be  thought  of!"  He  jumped  to  his  feet 
and  spoke  in  a  rapid,  excited  way.  "  I  say  it  is 
not  to  be  thought  of.  I  appeal,  I,  Calabressa, 
to  the  honourable  the  members  of  the  Council 
— I  say  that  I  am  ready  to  be  his  substitute — 
they  cannot  deny  me — I  appeal  to  the  laws  of 
the  Society " 

"  Calm  yourself — calm  yourself,"  said  the 
General ;  but  Calabressa  would  not  be  calm. 

"  I  will  not  have  m)'  beautiful  child  have  this 
grief  put  upon  her! — you,  Excellenza,  will  help 
my  appeal  to  the  Council — they  cannot  refuse  me 
— what  use  am  I  to  anybody  or  myself?  I  say, 
that  the  daughter  of  my  old  friend  Natalie  shall 
not  have  her  lover  taken  from  her — it  is  I,  Cala- 
bressa, who  claim  to  be  his  substitute  ! " 

"  Friend  Calabressa,  I  desire  you  to  sit  down, 
and  listen.  The  story  is  brief  that  I  have  to  tell 
you.  This  man  Brand  is  chosen  by  the  usual 
ballot.  The  young  lady  does  not  know  for  what 
duty,  of  course ;  but  believes  it  will  cost  him  his 
life.     She  is  in  trouble;  she  recollects  your  giving 
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her  some  instructions  ;  what  does  she  do  but  start 
ofif  at  once  for  Naples,  to  put  her  head  right  into 
the  den  of  the  black  bear  Tommaso  !  " 

"  Ah,  the  brave  little  one  !  She  did  not  for- 
get Calabressa,  and  the  little  map,  then  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  her,  and  her  mother." 

"  Her  mother,  also  ?    Here,  in  Naples,  now  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Great  Heaven !  What  a  fool  I  was — to 
come  through  Naples,  and  not  to  know — but  I 
was  thinking  of  that  little  viper." 

"  You  will  now  be  good  enough  to  listen,  my 
Calabressa." 

"  I  beg  your  Excellency's  pardon  a  thousand 
times." 

"It  appears  that  both  mother  and  daughter 
are  beset  with  the  suspicion  that  this  duty  has 
been  put  upon  their  English  friend  by  unfair 
means.  At  first  I  said  to  myself  these  suspicions 
were  foolish ;  they  now  appear  to  me  more 
reasonable.  You,  at  all  events,  are  acquainted 
with  the  old  story  against  Ferdinand  Lind  ;  you 
know  how  he  forfeited  his  life  to  the  Society ; 
how  it  was  given  back  to  him.  You  would  think 
it  impossible  he  would  risk  such  another  adven- 
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ture.  Well,  perhaps  I  wrong-  him ;  but  there 
is  a  possibility  ;  there  are  powerful  reasons,  I  can 
gather,  why  he  should  wish  to  get  rid  of  this 
Englishman.'' 

Calabressa  said  nothing  now ;  but  he  was 
greatly  excited. 

''We  had  been  urging  him  about  money, 
Calabressa  mio — that  I  will  explain  to  you.  It 
has  been  coming  in  slowest  of  all  from  England — 
the  richest  of  the  countries — and  just  when  we 
had  so  much  need.  Then  again,  there  is  a 
vacancy  in  the  Council ;  and  Lind  has  a  wish 
that  wa)'.  What  happens  ?  He  tries  to  induce  the 
Englishman  to  take  an  ofticership  and  give  us  his 
fortune  ;  the  Englishman  refuses  ;  he  says  then, 
*  Part  from  my  daughter,  and  go  to  America.' 
The  daughter  says,  'If  he  goes,  I  follow.'  You 
perceive,  my  friend,  that  if  this  story  is  true,  and 
it  is  consecutive  and  minute  as  I  received  it,  there 
was  a  reason  for  our  colleague  Lind  to  be  angry 
and  to  be  desirous  of  making  it  certain  that  this 
Englishman  who  had  opposed  him  should  not 
have  his  daughter. " 

"  I  perceive  it  well,  Excellenza.     Mcanwliile  .■*  " 

"  Meanwhile,  that  is  all  !     Onl\-,  wlien  an  old 
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friend — when  one  who  has  such  claims  on  our 
Society  as  a  Berezolyi  naturally  has — comes  and 
tells  you  such  a  story,  you  listen,  with  attention 
and  respect.  You  may  believe,  or  you  may  not 
believe ;  one  prefers  not  to  believe,  when  the 
matter  touches  upon  the  faith  of  a  colleague  who 
has  been  trustworthy  for  many  years.  But  at 
the  same  time,  if  the  Council,  being  appealed  to, 
and  being  anxious  above  all  things  that  no  wrong 
should  be  done,  were  to  find  an  agent,  prudent, 
silent,  cautious,  who  might  be  armed  with  plenar}^ 
powers  of  pardon,  for  example,  supposing  there 
were  an  accomplice  to  be  bribed — if  the  Council 
were  to  commission  such  an  one  as  you,  my 
Calabressa,  to  institute  enquiries,  and  perhaps  to 
satisfy  those  two  appellants  that  no  injustice  has 
been  done,  you  would  undertake  the  task  with 
diligence,  with  a  sense  of  responsibility,  would  you 
not?" 

"  With  joy — with  a  full  heart,  Excellenza ! " 
Calabressa  exclaimed. 

"  Oh  no,  not  at  all — with  prudence,  and  dis- 
interestedness ;  with  calmness  and  no  prejudice. 
And  above  all  with  a  resolution  to  conceal  from 
our  friend  and  colleague  Lind  that  any  slight  of 
suspicion  is  being  put  upon  him." 
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"  Oh,  you  can  trust  me,  Excellenza ! "  Cala- 
bressa  said,  eagerly.  "  Let  me  do  this — for  the 
sake  of  the  sweetheart  of  my  old  age — that  is 
that  beautiful-souled  little  one.  And  if  I  cannot 
bring  her  peace  and  security  one  way — mind,  I 
go  without  prejudice — I  swear  to  you  I  go  with- 
out bias — I  will  harm  no  one  even  in  intention — 
but  this  I  say.  that  if  I  fail  that  way.  there  is 
another." 

"  You  have  seen  the  two  men,  Beratinsky  and 
Reitzei,  who  were  of  the  ballot  along  with  Lind 
and  the  Enorlishman.  To  me  thev  are  but  names. 
Describe  them." 

"  Beratinsky,"  said  Calabressa,  promptly,  "  a 
bear,  surly,  pig-headed ;  Reitzei,  a  fop,  sinuous, 
petted." 

"  Which  would  be  the  more  easily  startled,  for 
example  } "  the  tall  man  said,  with  a  smile. 

"  Oh.  your  Excellency,  leave  that  to  me," 
Calabressa  answered.  "  Give  me  no  definite 
instructions :  am  I  not  a  volunteer  ?  can  I  not 
do  as  I  please,  always  with  the  risk  that  one 
may  knock  me  over  the  head  if  I  am  imjierti- 
nent  ?  " 

"Well,  then,  if  we  leave  it  to  your  discretion. 
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friend  Calabressa,  to  your  ingenuity,  and  your 
desire  to  have  justice  without  bias  ?  Have  you 
money  ? " 

"  Not  at  all,  Excellenza." 

"  The  Secretary  Granaglia  will  communicate 
with  you  this  evening.     You  can  start  at  once  ?  " 

"  By  the  direct  train  to-morrow  morning  at 
seven,  Excellenza."  Then  he  added,  "  Oh,  the 
devil!" 

"  What,  now  ?  " 

"  There  was  a  young  fellow,  Excellenza,  com- 
mitted the  imprudence  of  dogging  my  footsteps 
this  afternoon.  I  know  him.  I  stopped  him 
and  referred  him  to  the  captain  of  the  schooner 
La  Svezia:  he  was  to  bring  me  the  receipt  to- 
morrow." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  General,  laughing  ; 
"  we  will  look  after  him  when  he  goes  on  board. 
Now  do  you  understand,  friend  Calabressa,  the 
great  delicacy  of  the  mission  the  Council  have 
entrusted  to  you  ?  You  must  be  patient,  sure, 
unbiased;  and  if,  as  I  imagine,  Lind  and  you 
were  not  the  best  of  friends  at  one  time  in  your 
life,  you  must  forget  all  that.  You  are  not  going 
as  the  avenger  of  his  daughter ;  you  are  going  as 
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the  minister  of  justice.  Onl)-,  )ou  have  power 
behind  you ;  that  you  can  allow  to  be  known, 
indirectly.      Do  you  understand  ?  " 

"  It  is  as  clear  as  the  noonday  skies.  Confide 
in  me,  Excellenza." 

The  other  rose. 

"  Use  speed,  my  Calabressa.     Farewell ! " 

"  One  word,  Excellenza.  If  it  is  not  too  great 
a  favour:  the  hotel  where  my  beautiful  Nata- 
lushka  and  her  mother  are  staying  }  " 

The  other  gave  him  the  name  of  the  hotel ; 
and  Calabressa,  saluting  him  respectfully,  de- 
parted, making  his  way  down  through  the 
vines  and  fruit  trees,  under  the  clear  twilicrht 
skies. 

Calabressa  walked  back  to  Naples,  and  to  the 
hotel  indicated,  which  was  near  the  Castello  delF 
Ovo.  No  sooner  had  the  hotel-porter  opened  for 
him  the  big  swinging  doors  than  he  recollected 
that  he  did  not  know  for  whom  he  ouo-ht  to  ask  ; 
but  at  this  moment  Natalie  came  aloncf  the 
corridor,  dressed  and  ready  to  go  out. 

"  My  little  daughter ! "  he  exclaimed,  taking 
her  by  both  hands.  "Did  not  I  say  you  would 
soon  find  me,  when  there  was  need  ? " 
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"Will  you  come  upstairs  and  see  my  mother, 
Signor  Calabressa  ?  "  said  she.  "  You  know  why 
she  and  I  are  together  now  ? — my  grandfather 
is  dead." 

"  Yes,  I  will  go  and  see  your  mother,"  said  he, 
after  a  second  ;  she  did  not  notice  the  strange 
expression  of  his  face  during  that  brief  hesita- 
tion. 

There  was  a  small  sitting-room  between  the 
two  bedrooms ;  Natalie  conducted  him  into  it ; 
and  went  into  the  adjoining  chamber  for  her 
mother,  A  minute  after  these  two  friends  and 
companions  of  former  days  met. 

They  held  each  other's  hand,  in  silence,  for  a 
brief  time. 

"  My  hair  was  not  so  grey  when  you  last  saw 
me,"  the  worn-faced  woman  said,  at  length,  with 
a  smile. 

Calabressa  could  not  speak  at  all. 

"  Mother,"  the  girl  said,  to  break  in  on  this 
painful  embarrassment,  "  you  have  not  seen 
Signor  Calabressa  for  so  long  a  time.  Will  he 
not  stay  and  dine  with  us  ?  the  table-d'hote  is  at 
half-past  six." 

"  Not    the    table-dliote,    my    little    daughter," 
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Calabressa  said,  quickly.     "  But  if  one  were  per- 
mitted to  remain  here,  for  example ?  " 

"■  Oh  yes,  certainly." 

"  There  are  many  things  I  wish  to  speak 
about  ;  and  so  little  time.  To-morrow  morning 
I  start  for  England." 

"For  England?" 

"  Most  certainly,  little  daughter.  And  you 
have  a  message,  perhaps,  for  me  to  carry  ?  Oh, 
you  may  let  it  be  cheerful,"  he  said,  with  his  usual 
gay  optimism.  "  I  tell  you,  I  myself,  and  I  do  not 
boast,  let  it  be  cheerful  !  What  did  I  say  to  you  ? 
You  are  in  trouble  ;  I  said  to  you — Count  upon 
having  friends  ! " 

Calabressa  did  stay ;  and  they  had  a  kind  of 
meal  in  this  room ;  and  there  was  a  great  deal  to 
talk  over  between  the  two  old  friends.  But  on 
all  matters  referring  to  the  moment,  he  preserved 
a  resolute  silence.  He  w^as  not  going  to  talk,  at 
the  very  outset.  He  was  going  to  England — 
that  was  all. 

But  as  he  was  bidding  good-bye  to  Natalie,  he 
drew  her  a  step  or  two  into  the  passage. 

"  Litde  child,"  said  lu-,  in  a  low  voice,  "  your 
mother  is  suffering  because  of  your  sorrow.     It  is 
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needless.  I  assure  you,  all  will  be  well :  have  I 
spoken  in  vain  before  ?  It  is  not  for  one  bearing 
the  name  that  you  have  to  despair." 

"Good-bye,  then,  Signor  Calabressa." 
"  Au  revoir,  child  :  is  not  that  better  ? " 


(     M5     ) 


CHAPTER  X. 


A    WEAK    BROTHER. 


George  Brand  was  sitting  alone  in  these  rooms 
of  his,  the  lamps  lit,  the  table  near  him  covered 
with  papers.  He  had  just  parted  with  two 
visitors — Molyneux  and  a  certain  learned  gentle- 
man attached  to  Owen's  College — who  had  come 
to  receive  his  final  plans  and  hints  as  to  what 
still  lay  before  them  in  the  north.  On  leaving, 
the  fresh-coloured,  brisk-voiced  Molyneux  had 
said  to  him — 

"  Well,  Mr.  Brand,  seeing  you  so  eager 
about  what  has  to  be  done  up  there,  one  might 
wonder  at  your  leaving  us  and  going  off  pleasur- 
ing. But  no  matter.  A  man  must  have  his 
holiday ;  so  I  wish  you  a  pleasant  journey  ;  and 
we'll  do  our  best  till  you  come  back." 

So  that  also  was  settled.  In  fact,  he  had 
brought  all  his  affairs  up  to  a  point  that  would 

3.— XMI.  L 
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enable  him  to  start  at  any  moment.  But  about 
Natalie  ?  He  had  not  heard  from  her  through 
any  channel  whatever.  He  had  not  the  least 
idea  whither  she  had  gone.  Moreover,  he 
gathered  from  Reitzei  that  her  father — who,  in 
Reitzei's  opinion,  could  at  once  have  discovered 
where  she  was — refused  to  trouble  himself  in  the 
matter,  and  indeed  would  not  permit  her  name  to 
be  mentioned  in  his  presence. 

He  leant  back  in  his  chair,  with  a  sigh.  Of 
what  value  to  him  now  were  these  carefully 
calculated  suggestions  about  districts,  centres, 
conveners,  and  what  not  ?  And  yet  he  had 
appeared  deeply  interested  while  his  two  visitors 
were  present.  For  the  time  being  the  old  eager- 
ness had  stirred  him  ;  the  pride  he  had  taken  in 
his  own  work.  But  now  that  was  passed  from 
him  ;  he  had  relinquished  his  stewardship  ;  and  as 
he  absently  gazed  out  into  the  black  night  before 
him,  his  thoughts  drifted  far  away. 

He  was  startled  from  his  reverie  by  some 
one  knocking  at  the  door.  Immediately  after 
Gathorne  Edwards  entered. 

"Waters  said  I  should  find  you  alone,"  said 
the  tall,  pale,  blue-eyed  student.  "  I  have  come 
to  you  about  Kirski." 
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"  Sit  down.     Well  ? " 

"  It's  a  bad  business,"  he  said,  taking  a  chair, 
and  looking  rather  gloomy  and  uncomfortable. 
"  He  has  taken  to  drink — badly.  I  have  been  to 
him  ;  talked  to  him  ;  but  I  have  no  influence  over 
him,  apparently.  I  thought  perhaps  you  might 
do  somethino-  with  him." 

"  Why,  I  cannot  even  speak  to  him  !  " 

"  Oh,  he  is  accustomed  to  make  much  out  of 
a  few  words.     And  I  would  go  with  you." 

"  But  what  is  the  occasion  of  all  this  ?  Plow 
can  he  have  taken  to  drink  in  so  short  a  time  ? " 

"  A  man  can  drink  himself  into  a  pretty  queer 
state  in  a  very  short  time,  when  he  sets  his  mind 
to  it,"  Edwards  said.  "He  has  given  up  his 
work  altogether,  and  is  steadily  boosing  away  the 
little  savings  he  had  made.  He  has  gone  back  to 
his  blood  and  killing,  too  ;  wants  some  one  to  go 
with  him  to  murder  that  fellow  out  in  Russia  who 
first  of  all  took  his  wife  and  then  beat  him  and  set 
the  dogs  on  him.  The  fact  is,  Calabressa's  cure 
has  gone  all  to  bits." 

"  It  is  a  pity.  The  unfortunate  wretch  has 
had  cnouofh  trouble.  But  what  is  the  cause 
of  it  ?  " 
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"  It  Is  rather  difficult  to  explain,"  said  Edwards 
with  some  embarrassment.  "  One  can  only  guess 
— for  his  brain  Is  muddled,  and  he  maunders. 
You  know  Calabressa's  flowery,  poetical  interpre- 
tation. It  was — Miss  LInd,  In  fact — who  had 
worked  a  miracle.  Well,  there  was  something  in 
it.  She  was  kind  to  him,  after  he  had  been 
cuffed  about  Europe,  and  a  sort  of  passion  of 
gratitude  took  possession  of  him.  Then  he  was 
led  to  believe  at  that  time  that — that  he  might  be 
of  service  to  her  or  her  friends — and  he  gave  up 
his  projects  of  revenge  altogether — he  was  ready 
for  any  sacrifice — and,  in  fact,  there  was  a  pro- 
ject  " 

Edwards  glanced  at  his  companion ;  but 
Brand  happened  at  that  moment  to  be  looking 
out  of  the  window. 

'*  Well,  you  see,  all  that  fell  through ;  and  he 
had  to  come  back  to  England,  disappointed ;  then 
there  was  no  Calabressa  to  keep  him  up  to  his 
resolutions ;  besides  that,  he  found  out — how,  I 
do  not  know — that  Miss  Lind  had  left  London." 

"  Oh,  he  found  that  out  ?  " 

"Apparently.  And  he  says  he  is  of  no 
further  use  to  anybody ;  and  all  he  wants  Is  to 
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kill  the  man  Michaieloff,  and  then  make  an  end 
of  himself." 

Brand  rose  at  once. 

"We  must  go  and  see  the  unfortunate  devil, 
Edwards.  His  brain  never  was  steady,  you 
know ;  and  I  suppose  even  two  or  three  days' 
hard  drinkinof-  has  made  him  wild  ao-ain.  And 
just  as  I  had  prepared  a  little  surprise  for  him  ! " 

"  What  ? "  Edwards  asked,  as  he  opened  the 
door. 

"  I  have  made  him  a  little  bequest,  that  would 
have  produced  him  about  twenty  pounds  a  year, 
to  pay  his  rent.  It  will  be  no  kindness  to  give 
it  to  him,  until  we  see  him  straight  again." 

But  Edwards  pushed  the  door  to  again,  and 
said,  in  a  low  voice — 

"  Of  course,  Mr.  Brand,  you  must  know  of  the 
Zaccatelli  affair  ?  " 

Brand  regarded  him,  and  said,  calmly — 

"  I  do.  There  are  five  men  in  England  who 
know  of  it ;  you  and  I  are  two  of  them." 

"  Well,"  said  Edwards,  eagerly,  "  if  such  a 
thing  were  determined  on,  w^ouldn't  it  have  been 
better  to  let  this  poor  wretch  do  it  .'*  He  would 
have  gloried  in  it ;  he  had  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
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martyr  just  then;  he  thought  he  was  to  be 
allowed  to  do  something  that  would  make  Miss 
Lind  and  her  friends  for  ever  grateful  to  him." 

''And  who  put  it  into  his  head  that  Miss 
Lind  knew  anything  about  it? — Calabressa,  I 
suppose." 

Edwards  coloured  slightly. 

"Well,  yes " 

"  And  it  was  Calabressa  who  entrusted  such 
a  secret  as  that  to  a  maniac " 

"  Pardon  me,  Kirski  never  knew  specifically 
what  lay  before  him ;  but  he  was  ready  for 
anything.  For  my  own  part,  I  was  heartily 
glad  when  they  sent  him  back  to  England.  I 
did  not  wish  to  have  any  hand  in  such  a  business, 
however  indirectly.  And,  indeed,  I  hope  they 
have  abandoned  the  whole  project  by  this  time." 

"  It  might  be  wiser,  certainly,"  said  Brand, 
with  an  indifferent  air. 

"If  they  go  on  with  it,  it  will  make  a  fearful 
noise  in  Europe,"  said  Edwards,  contemplatively. 
"  The  assassination  of  a  Cardinal !  Well,  his  life 
has  been  scandalous  enough — but  still,  his  death, 
in  such  a  way " 

"  It  will  horrify  people,  will  it  not  ? "   Brand 


A   WEAK  BROTHER. 


i^i 


said,  calmly.    "  And  his  murderer  will  be  execrated 
and  howled  at,  throughout  Europe,  no  doubt  ? " 

"  Well,  yes ;  you  see,  who  is  to  know  the 
motives " 

"  There  won't  be  a  single  person  to  say  a  single 
word  for  him,"  said  Brand,  absently.  "  It  is  an 
enviable  fate,  isn't  it,  for  some  wretched  mortal  ? 
No  matter,  Edwards ;  we  will  go  and  look  up 
this  fellow  Kirski  now." 

They  went  out  into  the  night — it  was  cold 
and  drizzling — and  made  their  way  up  into  Soho. 
They  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  shabby-looking 
house  ;  and  Kirski's  landlady  made  her  appear- 
ance. She  was  very  angry  when  his  name  w'as 
mentioned  ;  of  course,  he  was  not  at  home ;  they 
would  find  him  in  some  public-house  or  other — 
the  animal ! 

"  But  he  pays  his  rent,  doesn't  he  ? "  Brand 
remonstrated. 

Oh  yes,  he  paid  his  rent.  But  she  didn't 
like  a  wild  beast  in  the  house.  It  was  decent 
lodgings  she  kept ;  not  a  Wombwell's  Menagerie. 

"  I  am  sure  he  gives  you  no  trouble,  ma'am," 
said  Edwards,  who  had  seen  something  of  the 
meek  and  submissive  way  the  Russian  conducted 
himself  in  his  lodcincfs. 
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This  she  admitted  ;  but  promptly  asked  how 
she  was  to  know  she  miijhtn't  have  her  throat 
cut  some  night  ?  And  what  was  the  use  of  her 
talking  to  him,  when  he  didn't  know  two  words 
of  a  Christian  language  ? 

They  gathered  from  this  that  the  good  woman 
had  been  lecturing  her  docile  lodger,  and  had 
been  seriously  hurt  because  of  his  inattention. 
However,  she  at  last  consented  to  give  them 
the  name  of  the  particular  public-house  in  which 
he  was  likely  to  be  found ;  and  they  again  set 
off  in  quest  of  him. 

They  found  him  easily.  He  was  seated  in 
a  corner  of  the  crowded  and  reeking  bar-room, 
by  himself,  nursing  a  glass  of  gin  and  water  with 
his  two  trembling  hands.  When  they  entered, 
he  looked  up  and  regarded  them  with  bleared, 
sunken  eyes ;  evidently  recognized  them ;  and 
then  turned  away,  sullenly. 

"  Tell  him  I  am  not  come  to  bully  him,"  said 
Brand,  quickly.  "  Tell  him  I  am  come  about 
some  work.  I  want  a  cabinet  made,  by  a  first- 
class  workman  like  himself." 

Edwards  went  forward,  and  put  his  hand  on 
the  man's  shoulder  and  spoke  to  him  for  some 
time.     Then  he  turned  to  Brand. 
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"  He  says,  '  No  use ;  no  use.  He  cannot 
work  any  more.  They  won't  give  him  help  to 
kill  Pavel  Michaieloff.     He  wishes  to  die.'  " 

"Ask  him,  then,  what  the  young  lady  who 
gave  him  her  portrait  will  think  of  him  if  she 
hears  he  is  in  this  condition.  Ask  him  how 
he  has  dared  to  bring  her  portrait  into  a  place 
like  this." 

When  this  was  conveyed  to  Kirski,  he  seemed 
to  arouse  himself  somewhat ;  he  even  talked 
eagerly  for  a  few  seconds ;  then  he  turned  away 
again,  as  if  he  did  not  wish  to  be  seen. 

"He  says,"  Edwards  continued,  "that  he  has 
not,  that  he  would  not,  bring  that  portrait  into 
any  such  place.  He  was  afraid  it  might  be 
found — it  might  be  taken  from  him.  He  made  a 
small  casket,  of  oak,  carved  by  his  own  hands, 
and  lined  it  with  zinc  ;  he  put  the  photograph 
in  it ;  and  hid  himself  in  the  trees  of  St.  James's 
Park — at  least,  I  imagine  that  St.  James's  Park  is 
what  he  means — at  night.  Then  he  buried  it 
there.  He  knows  the  place.  When  he  has 
killed  Michaieloff,  he  will  come  back,  and  dig 
It  up. 

"  The  poor  devil — his  brain  is  certainly  going, 
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drink  or  no  drink.     What  is  to  be  done  with  him, 

Edwards  ?  " 

"  He   says   the   young   lady  has  gone  away. 

He    cares  for  nothing.     He   is  of  no   use.     He 

despairs  of  getting  enough   money  to  take  him 

back  to  Russia." 

After  a  great  deal  of  persuasion,  however, 
they  got  him  to  leave  the  public-house  with  them, 
and  return  to  his  lodgings.  They  got  him  some 
tea  and  some  bread-and-butter;  and  made  him 
swallow  both.  Then  Edwards,  under  his  friend's 
instructions,  proceeded  to  impress  on  Kirski  that 
the  young  lady  was  only  away  from  London 
for  a  short  time ;  that  she  would  be  greatly 
distressed  if  she  were  to  hear  he  had  been 
misconducting  himself;  that,  if  he  returned  to 
his  work  on  the  following  morning,  he  would 
find  that  his  master  would  overlook  his  absence  ; 
and  that  finally  he  was  to  abandon  his  foolish 
notions  about  going  to  Russia,  for  he  would  find 
no  one  to  assist  him,  whereas,  on  the  other  hand, 
if  he  went  about  proclaiming  that  he  was  about 
to  com.mit  a  crime,  he  would  be  taken  by  the 
police  and  shut  up.  All  this,  and  a  great  deal 
more,  they  tried  to  impress  on  him ;  and  Edwards 
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promised  to  call  the  next  evening-,  and  see  how- 
he  was  getting  on. 

It  was  late  when  Brand  and  Edwards  again 
issued  out  into  the  wet  night ;  and  Edwards, 
having  promised  to  post  a  line  to  Kirski's 
employers,  so  that  they  should  get  it  in  the 
morning,  said  good-bye,  and  went  off  to  his  own 
lodgings.  Brand  walked  slowly  home,  through 
the  muddy  streets.  He  preferred  the  glare  and 
the  noise  to  the  solitude  of  his  own  rooms.  He 
even  stood  aimlessly  to  watch  a  theatre  come  out ; 
the  people  seemed  so  careless  and  joyous — calling 
to  each  other — making  feeble  jokes — passing 
away  under  their  umbrellas  into  the  wet  and 
shinincr  darkness. 

But  at  length,  without  any  definite  intention, 
he  found  himself  at  the  foot  of  the  little  thorough- 
fare in  which  he  lived  ;  and  he  was  about  to  open 
the  door  with  his  latch-key  when,  out  of  the  dusk 
beyond,  there  stepped  forth  a  tall  figure.  He  was 
startled,  it  is  true,  by  the  apparition  of  this  tall, 
white-haired  man  in  the  voluminous  blue  cloak, 
the  upturned  hood  of  which  half  concealed  his 
face;  and  he  turned  with  a  sort  of  instinct  of 
anger  to  face  him. 
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"  Monsieur  mon  frere,  you  have  arrived  at 
last ! "  said  the  stranger,  and  instantly  he  recog- 
nized, in  the  pronunciation  of  the  French,  the 
voice  of  Calabressa. 

"  What,"  he  said,  "  Calabressa  ?  " 

The  other  put  a  finger  on  his  arm. 

"  Hush  !  "  he  said.  "It  is  a  great  secret,  my 
being  here ;  I  confide  in  you.  I  would  not  wait 
in  your  rooms — my  faith,  no  ! — for  I  said  to 
myself,  'What  if  he  brings  home  friends  who  will 
know  me,  who  will  ask  what  the  devil  Calabressa 
is  doing  in  this  country.'  " 

Brand  had  withdrawn  his  hand  from  the  lock. 

"Calabressa,"  he  said,  quickly,  "you,  if  any- 
body knows,  must  know  where  Natalie  and  her 
mother  are.     Tell  me  ! " 

"  I  will,  directly.  But  may  I  point  out  to  you, 
my  dear  Monsieur  Brand,  that  it  rains — that  we 
might  go  inside  ?  Oh  yes,  certainly,  I  will  tell 
you,  when  we  can  say  a  word  in  secret,  in  com- 
fort. But  this  devil  of  a  climate !  Wliat  should 
I  have  done  if  I  had  not  bought  myself  this  cloak 
in  Paris  ?  In  Paris  it  was  cold  and  wet  enough  : 
but  one  had  nothing  like  what  you  have  here. 
Sapristi  !  my  fingers  are  frozen  !  " 
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Brand  hurried  him  upstairs  ;  put  him  into  an 
easy-chair  ;  and  stirred  up  the  fire. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  impatiently,  "  now,  my  dear 
Calabressa,  your  news  ! " 

Calabressa  pulled  out  a  letter. 

"  The  news  ? — voila  ! " 

Brand  tore  open  the  envelope :  these  were 
the  contents  : — 

"  Dearest, 

"This  is  to  adjure  you  not  to  leave 
England  for  the  present — not  till  you  hear  from 
me — or  until  we  return.  Have  patience,  and 
hope.  You  are  not  forgotten.  My  mother  sends 
you  her  blessing. 

"Your  Betrothed." 

"  But  there  is  no  address ! "  he  exclaimed. 
"  Where  are  they  ? " 

"Where  are  they?  It  is  no  secret,  do  you 
see  ?     They  are  in  Naples." 

"  In  Naples  ! " 

"  Oh,  I  assure  you,  my  dear  friend,  it  is  a 
noble  heart,  a  brave  heart,  tliat  loves  you.  Many 
a  day  ago  I  said  to  her,  '  Little  child,  when  you 
are   in   trouble,  go   to  friends   who  will   welcome 
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you;  say  you  are  the  daughter  of  Natalie 
Berezolyi ;  say  to  them  that  Calabressa  sent  you.' 
And  you  thought  she  was  in  no  trouble  !  Ah,  did 
she  not  tell  me  of  the  pretty  home  you  had  got 
for  the  poor  mother  who  is  my  old  friend ;  did 
she  not  tell  me  how  you  thought  they  were  to  be 
comfortable  there,  and  take  no  heed  of  anything 
else !  But  you  were  mistaken.  You  did  not 
know  her.  She  said,  '  My  betrothed  is  in  danger  : 
I  will  take  Calabressa  at  his  word  :  before  any 
one  can  hinder  me,  or  interfere,  I  will  go  and 
appeal,  in  the  name  of  my  family,  in  the  name  of 
myself! '     Ah,  the  brave  child  !  " 

"  But  appeal  to  whom  ? "  said  Brand,  breath- 
lessly. 

"  To  the  Council,  my  friend  ! "  said  Calabressa, 
with  exultation. 

"  But,  gracious  heavens ! "  Brand  cried,  with 
his  hand  nervously  clutching  the  arm  of  his 
■chair.  "  Is  the  secret  betrayed,  then  ?  Do  they 
think  I  will  shelter  myself  behind  a  woman  ? " 

"  She  could  betray  no  secret ! "  Calabressa 
said,  triumphantly,  "  she  herself  not  knowing  it, 
do  you  not  perceive  ?  But  she  could  speak — 
bravely ! " 
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"And  the  result?" 

"Who  knows  what  that  may  be?  In  the 
mean  time  this  is  the  result — I  am  here." 

At  another  moment  this  assumption  of  dignity 
would  have  been  ludicrous ;  but  Brand  took  no 
heed  of  the  manner  of  his  companion.  His  heart 
was  beating  wildly.  And  even  when  his  reason 
forced  him  to  see  how  little  he  could  expect  from 
this  intervention — when  he  remembered  what  a 
decree  of  the  Council  was,  and  how  irrevocable 
the  doom  he  had  himself  accepted — still  the 
thought  uppermost  in  his  mind  was  not  of  his 
own  safety  or  danger,  but  rather  of  her  love  and 
devotion,  her  resolve  to  rescue  him,  her  quick  and 
generous  impulse  that  knew  nothing  of  fear.  He 
pictured  her  to  himself,  in  Naples,  calling  upon 
this  nameless  and  secret  power,  that  every  man 
around  him  dreaded,  to  reverse  its  decision ! 
And  then  the  audacity  of  her  bidding  him  hope  ! 
He  could  not  hope ;  he  knew  more  than  she  did. 
But  his  heart  was  full  of  love  and  of  gratitude,  as 
he  thought  of  her. 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  Calabressa,  lowering 
his  voice,  "  my  errand  is  one  of  great  secrecy.  I 
have   a   commission    which    I    cannot   altogether 
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explain  to  you.  But  in  the  mean  time  you 
will  be  so  good  as  to  give  me — in  exteitso, 
with  every  particular — the  little  history  of  how 
you  were  appointed  to — to  undertake  a  certain 
duty." 

"  Unfortunately,  I  cannot,"  Brand  said,  calmly. 
"  These  are  things  one  is  not  permitted  to  talk 
about." 

"  But  I  must  insist  on  it,  my  dear  friend." 

"Then  I  must  insist  on  refusing  you." 

"  You  are  trustworthy.  No  matter.  Here  is 
something  which  I  think  will  remove  your  sus- 
picions, my  good  friend — or  shall  we  not  rather 
say  your  scruples  ?  " 

He  took  from  his  pocket-book  a  card ;  and 
placed  it  somewhat  ostentatiously  on  the  table. 
Brand  examined  it ;  and  then  stared  at  Calabressa 
in  surprise. 

"  You  come  with  the  authority  of  the 
Council  ? " 

"  By  the  goodness  of  Heaven ! "  Calabressa 
exclaimed,  with  a  laugh,  "you  have  arrived  at  the 
truth  this  time  ! " 


(  I6l  ) 


CHAPTER  XL 

THE    CONJUROR. 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  fact  that  Calabressa 
had  come  armed  with  ample  authority  from  the 
Council ;  and  yet  it  was  with  a  strange  reluctance 
that  Brand  forced  himself  to  answer  the  questions 
that  Calabressa  proceeded  to  put  to  him.  He  had 
already  accepted  his  doom.  The  bitterness  of  it 
was  over.  He  would  rather  have  let  the  past 
be  forgotten  altogether,  and  himself  go  forward, 
blindly,  to  the  appointed  end.  Why  these  need- 
less explanations  and  admissions  ? 

Moreover,  Calabressa's  questions,  which  had 
been  thought  over  during  long  railway  journeys, 
were  exceedingly  crafty.  They  touched  here  and 
there  on  certain  small  points,  as  if  he  were  building 
up  for  himself  a  story.  Ikit  at  last  lirand  said, 
by  way  of  protest — 

"  Look  here,  Calabressa.      I  see  you  are  em- 

3.— XHI.  M 
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powered  to  ask  me  any  questions  you  like — and 
I  am  quite  willing  to  answer — about  the  business 
of  the  Council.  But  really,  don't  you  see,  I  would 
rather  not  speak  of  private  matters.  What  can 
the  Council  want  to  know  about  Natalie  Lind  ? 
Leave  her  out  of  it,  like  a  good  fellow." 

"  Oh  yes,  my  dear  Monsieur  Brand,"  said 
Calabressa,  with  a  smile,  "  leave  her  out  of  it, 
truly,  when  she  has  gone  to  the  Council ;  when 
the  Council  have  said,  '  Child,  you  have  not 
appealed  to  us  for  nothing  ; '  when  it  is  through 
her  that  I  have  travelled  all  through  the  cold  and 
wet,  and  am  now  sitting  here.  Remember  this, 
my  friend,  that  the  beautiful  Natalushka  is  now 
a — what  do  you  call  it  ? — a  zvai^d  " — Calabressa 
put  this  word  in  English  into  the  midst  of  his  odd 
French — "  and  a  ward  of  a  sufficiently  powerful 
Court,  I  can  assure  you,  Monsieur !  Therefore, 
I  say,  I  cannot  leave  the  beautiful  child  out.  She 
is  of  importance  to  me  :  why  am  I  here  otherwise  ? 
Be  considerate,  my  friend ;  it  is  not  impertinence  ; 
it  Is  not  curiosity." 

Then  he  proceeded  with  his  task  ;  getting,  in  a 
roundabout,  cunning,  shrewd  way,  at  a  pretty  fair 
version  of  what  had  occurred.     And  he  was  ex- 


THE   CONJUROR.  163 

ceedingly  circumspect.  He  endeavoured  by  all 
sorts  of  circumlocutions  to  hide  from  Brand  the 
real  drift  of  his  enquiry.  He  would  betray  sus- 
picion of  no  one.  His  manner  was  calm,  patient, 
almost  indifferent.  All  this  time  Brand's  thoufjhts 
were  far  away.  He  was  speaking  to  Calabressa ; 
but  he  was  thinking  of  Naples. 

But  when  they  came  to  Brand's  brief  de- 
scription of  what  took  place  in  Lisle  Street  on  the 
night  of  the  casting  of  the  lot,  Calabressa  became 
greatly  excited  ;  though  he  strove  to  appear  per- 
fectly calm. 

"  You  are  sure  ?  "  he  said,  quickly.  *'  That 
was  precisely  what  happened  }  " 

"  As  far  as  I  know,"  said  Brand,  carelessly. 
"*  But  why  go  into  it  ?  If  I  do  not  complain, 
why  should  any  one  else  ?  " 

"  Did  I  say  that  any  one  complained  ?  "  ob- 
served the  astute  Calabressa. 

"  Then  why  should  any  one  wish  to  interfere  ? 
I  am  satisfied.  You  do  not  mean  to  say,  Calabressa, 
that  any  one  over  there  thinks  that  I  am  anxious 
to  back  out  of  what  I  have  undertaken — that  I 
am  going  down  on  my  knees  and  begging  to 
be  let  off  ?    Well,  at  all  events,  Natalie  does  not 
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think  that,"  he  added,  as  if  it  did  not  matter  much 
what  any  other  thought. 

Calabressa  was  silent ;  but  his  eyes  were  eager 
and  bright  ;  and  he  was  quickly  tapping  the  palm 
of  his  left  hand  with  the  forefinger  of  the  rieht. 
Then  he  regarded  Brand,  with  a  sharp,  inquisitive 
look.     Then  he  jumped  to  his  feet. 

"  Good  night,  my  friend,"  he  said,  hurriedly. 

But  Brand  rose  also  ;  and  sought  to  detain  him. 

"  No,  no,  my  good  Calabressa,  you  are  not 
going  yet ;  you  have  kept  me  talking  for  your 
amusement ;  now  it  is  your  turn.  You  have  not 
3'et  told  me  about  Natalie  and  her  mother." 

"  They  are  well — they  are  indeed  well,  I 
assure  you,"  said  Calabressa,  uneasily.  He  was 
clearly  anxious  to  get  away.  By  this  time  he  had 
got  hold  of  his  cloak  and  swung  it  round  his 
shoulders. 

"  Calabressa,  sit  down,  and  tell  me  some- 
thing about  Natalie.  What  made  her  undertake 
such  a  journey  ?  Is  she  troubled  ?  Is  she  sad  ? 
I  thought  her  life  was  full  of  interest  now — her 
mother  being  with  her." 

Calabressa  had  got  his  cap,  and  had  opened 
the  door. 


THE    CONJUROR.  165 

"  Another  time,  dear  Monsieur  Brand,  I  w  ill 
sit  down  and  tell  you  all  about  the  beautiful,  brave 
child,  and  my  old  friend  her  mother.  Yes,  yes — 
another  time — to-morrow — next  day.  At  present 
one  is  overwhelmed  with  affairs,  do  you  see  }  " 

So  saying,  he  forced  Brand  to  shake  hands 
with  him,  and  went  out,  shutting-  the  door  behind 
him. 

But  no  sooner  had  he  got  into  the  street  than 
the  eager,  talkative,  impulsive  nature  of  the  man, 
so  long  confined,  broke  loose.  He  took  no  heed 
that  it  was  raining  hard.  He  walked  fast ;  he 
talked  aloud  to  himself,  in  his  native  tongue,  in 
broken  interjectional  phrases;  occasionally  he  made 
use  of  violent  gestures  which  were  not  lessened  in 
their  effect  by  the  swaying  cape  of  his  cloak. 

"  Ah,  those  English — those  English,"  he  was 
excitedly  saying, — "such  children! — blue,  clear 
eyes  that  see  nothing — the  devil !  why  should 
they  meddle  in  such  affairs  ?  To  play  at  such 
a  game! — fool's  mate;  scholar's  mate;  asses' 
and  idiots'  mate  ! — they  have  scarcely  got  a  pawn 
out,  and  they  are  wondering  what  they  will  do, 
when  whizz  !  along  comes  the  queen,  and  she  and 
the  bishop  have  finished  all  the  fine  combinations 
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before  they  were  ever  begun !  And  you,  you 
others,  imps  of  hell,  to  play  that  old,  foolish 
game  again !  But  take  care,  my  friends,  take 
care ;  there  is  one  watching  you,  one  waiting  for 
you,  who  does  not  speak  ;  but  who  strikes  !  Ah, 
it  is  a  pretty  game ;  you,  you  sullen  brute ;  you, 
you  fop  and  dandy  ;  but  when  you  are  sitting 
silent  round  the  board,  behold  a  dagger  flashes 
down  and  quivers  into  the  wood  !  No  wonder 
your  eyes  burn !  you  do  not  know  whence  it 
has  come  ?  But  the  steel  blade  quivers ;  is  it 
a  warning  ? " 

He  laughed  aloud ;  but  there  were  still  omni- 
buses and  cabs  in  the  street ;  so  he  was  not 
heard.  Indeed,  the  people  who  were  on  the 
pavement  were  hurrying  past  to  get  out  of  the 
rain ;  and  took  no  notice  of  the  old  albino  in 
the  voluminous  cloak. 

"  Natalushka,"  said  he,  quite  as  if  he  were 
addressing  some  one  before  him,  "  do  you  know 
that  I  am  trudging  through  the  mud  of  this 
infernal  city,  all  for  you  ?  And  you,  little  syba- 
rite, are  among  the  fine  ladies  in  the  reading- 
room  at  the  hotel ;  and  listening  to  music  ;  and 
the  air  all  scented    around    you.      Never    mind  ; 
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if  only  I  had  a  little  bird  that  could  fly  to  you 
with  a  message— ah,  would  you  not  have  jilea- 
sant  dreams  to-night  ?  Did  I  not  tell  you  to 
rely  on  Calabressa  ?  He  chatters  to  you  ;  he 
tries  to  amuse  you  ;  but  he  is  not  always  Polici- 
nella.  No,  not  always  Policinella ;  sometimes 
he  is  silent  and  cunning  ;  sometimes — what  do 
)-ou  think  ? — he  is  a  conjuror.  Oh  yes,  you  are 
not  seen  ;  you  are  not  heard  ;  but  when  you  have 
them  round  the  board — whirr  !  comes  the  gleam- 
ing blade,  and  quivers  in  the  wood  !  You  look 
round  ;  the  guilty  one  shakes  with  the  palsy  ;  his 
wits  go ;  his  startled  tongue  confesses.  Then 
you  laugh  ;  you  say,  '  That  is  well  done ; '  you 
say,  'Were  they  wrong  in  giving  this  affair  to 
Calabressa  ? ' " 

Now,  whether  it  was  that  his  rapid  walking 
helped  to  relieve  him  of  this  over-excitement, 
or  whether  it  was  that  the  soaking  rain  began 
to  make  him  uncomfortable,  he  was  much  more- 
staid  in  demeanour  when  he  got  up  to  the  little 
lane  off  Oxford  Street  where  the  Cidiui'vcrciu  held 
its  meetings.  Of  course,  he  did  not  knock  and 
demand  admission.  He  stopped  some  way  down 
the   street,   on    tlie   other   side,  where    he    found 
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shelter  from  the  rain  in  a  doorway,  and  whence 
he  could  readily  observe  any  one  coming  out 
from  the  hall  of  the  Verein.  Then  he  succeeded 
in  lighting  a  cigarette. 

It  was  a  miserable  business,  this  waiting  in 
the  cold,  damp  night-air ;  but  sometimes  he  kept 
thinking  of  how  he  would  approach  Reitzei  in 
the  expected  interview  ;  and  sometimes  he  thought 
of  Natalie  ;  and  again,  with  his  chilled  and 
dripping  fingers,  he  would  manage  to  light  a 
cigarette.  Again  and  again  the  door  of  the 
hall  was  opened ;  and  this  or  the  other  figure 
came  out  from  the  glare  of  the  gas  into  the 
dark  street ;  but  so  far  no  Reitzei.  It  was  now 
nearly  one  in  the  morning. 

Finally,  about  a  quarter  past  one,  the  last 
batch  of  boon  companions  came  out  ;  and  the 
lights  within  were  extinguished.  Calabressa 
followed  this  gay  company,  who  were  laughing 
and  joking  despite  the  rain,  for  a  short  way  ; 
but  it  was  clear  that  neither  Beratinsky  nor 
Reitzei  was  amonsf  them.  Then  he  turned  and 
made  his  way  to  his  own  lodgings,  where  he 
arrived  tired,  soaked  through,  but  not,  apparently, 
disheartened. 
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Next  morning-  he  was  up  betimes  ;  and  at  a 
fairly  early  hour  walked  alonij^  to  Coventry  Street, 
where  he  took  up  his  station  at  the  west  corner 
of  Rupert  Street,  so  that  he  could  see  any  one 
going-  eastward,  himself  unseen.  Here  he  was 
more  successful.  He  had  not  been  there  ten 
minutes  when  Reitzei  passed.  Calabressa  has- 
tened after  him  ;  overtook  him  ;  and  tapped  him 
on  the  shoulder. 

"  Ah,  Calabressa  ? "  said  Reitzei,  surprised, 
but  in  no  way  disconcerted. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  with  you,"  said  Calabressa, 
himself  a  little  agitated,  though  he  did  not 
show  it. 

"  Certainly.  Come  along.  Mr.  Lind  will 
arrive  soon." 

"  No,  alone.     I  wish  to  speak  with  you  alone." 

Calabressa  looked  around.  The  only  place  of 
shelter  he  saw  was  a  rather  shabby  restaurant, 
chielly  used  as  a  supper-room,  and  at  this  moment 
having  the  appearance  of  not  being  yet  woke  up. 
Reitzei  was  in  a  compliant  mood.  He  suffered 
himself  to  be  conducted  into  this  place,  to  the 
astonishment  of  one  or  two  unwashed-looking 
waiters  who  were  seated  and  reading  the  previous 
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evening's    papers.       Calabressa   and    Reitzei   sat 

down   at   one   of  the   small   tables ;    the    former 

ordered  some  coffee,  the  latter  a  bottle  of  soda- 
water. 

By  this  time  Calabressa  had  collected  himself 
for  the  part  he  was  about  to  play. 

"  Well,  my  friend,"  said  he,  cheerfully,  "  what 
news  }  When  is  Europe  to  hear  of  the  fate  of 
the  Cardinal  ? " 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  know  very  little  about  it," 
said  Reitzei,  glancing  at  him  rather  suspiciously. 

"It  is  a  terrible  business,"  said  Calabressa,. 
reflectively,  "  a  decree  of  the  Council.  You 
would  think  that  one  so  powerful,  so  well  pro- 
tected, would  be  able  to  escape,  would  you  not  ? 
But  he  himself  knows  better.  He  knows  he  is 
as  powerless  as  you  might  be,  for  example,  or 
myself." 

"  Oh,  as  for  that,"  said  Reitzei,  boldly,  "  he 
knows  he  has  deserved  it :  what  more  ?  He 
has  had  his  little  fling ;  now  comes  the  settlement 
of  the  score." 

"And  I  hear  that  our  friend  Brand  is  to  be 
the  instrument  of  justice  :  how  strange  !  He  has 
not  been  so  lono;-  with  us." 
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"  That  is  Mr.  Lind's  affair :  it  has  nothiiiL;'  to 
do  with  me,"  said  Reitzei,  shortly. 

"Well,"  said  Calabressa,  toying  with  his 
coffee-cup,  "  I  hope  I  shall  never  be  tempted  to 
do  anything  that  might  lead  the  Council  to  con- 
demn me.  Fancy  such  a  life ;  every  moment 
expecting  some  one  to  step  up  behind  you  with 
a  knife  or  a  pistol ;  and  the  end  sure  !  I  would 
take  Provana's  plan.  The  poor  devil ;  as  soon 
as  he  heard  he  had  been  condemned,  he  could 
not  bear  living.  He  never  thought  of  escape : 
a  few  big  stones  in  the  pockets  of  his  coat,  and 
over  he  slips  into  the  Arno.  And  Mesentskoff:  you 
remember  him  ?  His  only  notion  of  escape  was 
to  give  himself  up  to  the  police ; — twenty-five 
years  in  the  mines.  I  think  Provana's  plan  was 
better." 

Reitzei  became  a  little  uneasy,  or  perhaps 
only  impatient. 

"  Well,  Calabressa,"  he  said,  "  one  must  be 
getting  along  to  one's  affairs " 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  truK,"  Calabressa  said.  "  I 
only  wished  to  know  a  little  more  about  the 
Cardinal.  You  see  he  cannot  give  himself  up 
like   Mesentskoff;  though  he  might  confess  to  a 
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hundred  worse  thinsfs  than  the  Russian  ever  did, 
Provana — well,  you  know,  the  Society  has  always 
been  inexorable  with  regard  to  its  own  officers  : 
and  rightly,  too,  Reitzei,  is  it  not  so  ?  If  one 
finds  malversation  of  justice  amongst  those  in  a 
high  grade,  should  not  the  punishment  be  ex- 
emplary ?  The  higher  the  power,  the  higher 
the  responsibility.  You,  for  example,  are  much 
too  shrewd  a  man  to  risk  your  life  by  taking 
any  advantage  of  your  position  as  one  of  the 
officers " 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Calabressa,"  the 
other  said,  somewhat  hotly. 

"  I  only  meant  to  say,"  Calabressa  observed, 
carelessly,  ''that  the  punishment  for  malversation 
of  justice  on  the  part  of  an  officer  is  so  terrible, 
so  swift,  and  so  sure,  that  no  one  but  a  madman 
would  think  of  runnincr  the  risk — ■ — ■ " 

"  Yes,  but  what  has  that  to  do  with  me  ?  " 
Reitzei  said,  angrily. 

"  Nothing,  my  dear  friend,  nothing,"  said 
Calabressa,  soothingly,  "  But  now,  about  this 
selection  of  Mr.  Brand " 

Reitzei  turned  rather  pale  for  a  second  ;  but 
said  instantly,  and  with  apparent  anger — 
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"  I  tell  you  that  is  none  of  my  business. 
That  is  Mr.  Lind's  business.  What  have  I  ta 
do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Do  not  be  so  impatient,  my  friend,"  said 
Calabressa,  looking  at  his  coffee.  "  We  will  say 
that,  as  usual,  there  was  a  ballot.  All  quite  fair. 
No  man  wishes  to  avoid  his  duty ;  it  is  the 
simplest  thing-  in  the  world  to  mark  one  of  your 
pieces  of  paper  with  a  red  mark ;  whoever 
receives  the  marked  paper  undertakes  the  com- 
mission. All  is  quite  fair,  I  say.  Only,  you  have 
seen,  I  dare  say,  the  common,  the  pitiful  trick 
of  the  conjuror  who  throws  a  pack  of  cards  on 
the  table,  backs  up.  You  take  one  ;  look  at  it 
privately ;  return  it ;  and  the  cards  are  shuffled. 
Without  lifting  the  cards  at  all  he  tells  you  that 
the  one  )'0u  selected  was  the  eight  of  diamonds  : 
why  ?  It  is  no  miracle  :  all  the  cards  are  eights 
of  diamonds  ;  though  you,  you  poor  innocent,  do 
not  know  that.  It  is  a  wretched  trick,"  added 
Calabressa,  coolly. 

Reitzei  drank  off  the  remainder  of  his  soda- 
water  at  a  gulp.  He  stared  at  Calabressa,  in 
silence,  afraid  to  speak. 

"  My  dear  friend   Reitzei,"  said  Calabressa,  at 
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length  raising  his  eyes  and  fixing  them  on  his 
companion,  "  you  could  not  be  so  insane  as  to  play 
any  trick  like  that  ? — having  four  pieces  of  paper, 
for  example,  all  marked  red,  the  marks  under  the 
paper  ?  You  would  not  enter  Into  any  such 
conspiracy  ?  For  you  know,  friend  Reitzei,  that 
the  punishment  is — death  ! " 

The  man  had  turned  a  ghastly  grey-green 
colour.  He  was  apparently  choking  with  thirst, 
though  he  had  just  finished  the  soda-water.  He 
could  not  speak. 

Calabressa  calmly  waited  for  him  ;  but  in  his 
heart  he  was  saying  exultingly — ''Ha,  the  dagger 
quivers  in  the  board ;  his  eyes  are  standing  from 
his  head ;  is  it  Calabressa  or  Cagliostro  that  has 
pa7^alyzed  him  ?  " 

At  length  the  wretched  creature  opposite  him 
gasped  out — 

"  Beratinsky " 

But  he  could  say  no  more.  He  motioned  to 
a  waiter  to  brine  him  some  more  soda-water. 

"Yes,  Beratinsky?"  said  Calabressa,  calmly 
reofardinor  the  livid  face. 

" has     betrayed     us ! "     he     said,     with 

trembling   lips.      In    fact,   there  was    no   fight  in 
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him  at  all  ;  no  angry  repudiation  ;  he  was  help- 
less with  this  sudden  bewilderment  of  fear. 

''  Not  quite,"  said  Calabressa ;  and  he  now 
spoke  in  a  low,  eager  voice.  "It  is  for  you  to 
save  yourself  by  forestalling  him.  It  is  your 
one  chance  :  othenvise  the  decree  ;  and  good- 
bye to  this  v/orld  for  you  !  See — look  at  this 
card — I  say  it  is  your  only  chance,  friend  Reitzei — 
for  I  am  empowered  by  the  Council  to  promise 
you,  or  Beratinsky,  or  any  one,  a  free  pardon 
on  confession.  Oh,  I  assure  you,  the  truth  is 
clear  :  has  not  one  eyes  ?  You  poor  devil,  you 
cannot  speak  :  shall  I  go  to  Beratinsky  and  see 
whether  he  can  speak  }  " 

"  What  must  I  do — what  must  I  do  ? "  the 
other  gasped,  in  abject  terror  ;  Calabressa,  regard- 
ing this  exhibition  of  cowardice,  could  not  help 
wondering  how  Lind  had  allowed  such  a  creature 
to  associate  with  him. 

Then  Calabressa,  sure  of  victory,  began  to 
breathe  more  freely.      He  assumed  a  lofty  air. 

"  Trust  in  me,  friend  Reitzei.  I  will  instruct 
you.  If  you  can  persuade  the  Council  of  the 
truth  of  your  story,  I  promise  you  they  will 
absolve    you    from    the    operations    of    a    certain 
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Clause  which  you  know  of.  Meanwhile  you  will 
come  to  my  lodgings  and  write  a  line  to  Lind, 
excusing  yourself  for  the  day.  Then  this  evening 
I  dare  say  it  will  be  convenient  for  you  to  start 
for  Naples  ?  Oh,  I  assure  you,  you  owe  me 
thanks  :  you  did  not  know  the  danger  you  were 
in  ;  hereafter  you  will  say,  '  Well,  it  was  no  other 
than  Calabressa  who  pulled  me  out  of  that  quag- 
mire.' " 

A  few  minutes  thereafter  Calabressa  was  in 
a  telegraph-office  ;  and  this  was  the  message  that 
he  despatched : — 

Colonna,  London  :  to  Ba^^tolotti,  Vicolo  Isotta, 
No.  15,  Naples.  Ridotto  will  arrive  imme- 
diately, colo2irs  doivn.  Send  orders  for  Ltdgi  and 
Bassano  to  follow. 

"  It  is  a  bold  stroke,"  he  was  saying  to  himself, 
as  he  left  the  office,  "  but  I  have  run  some  risks 
in  my  time.     What  is  one  more  or  less  ?" 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

FIAT    JUSTITIA. 

Tins  scheme  of  Calabressa's  had  been  so  rapidly 
conceived  and  put  in  execution,  that  he  had  had 
no  time  to  think  of  its  possible  or  certain  con- 
sequences, in  the  event  of  his  being  successful. 
His  immediate  and  sole  anxiety  was  to  make  sure 
of  his  captive.  There  was  always  the  chance 
that  a  frightened  and  feeble  creature  like  Reitzei 
might  double  back  ;  he  might  f\y  to  Lind  and 
Beratinsky,  and  seek  security  in  a  new  compact ; 
for  who  could  prove  anything  if  the  three  were 
to  maintain  their  innocence  ?  However,  as 
Calabressa  shrewdly  perceived,  Reitzei  was  in 
the  dark  as  to  how  much  the  Council  knew 
already.  Moreover,  Reitzei  had  his  suspicions  of 
Beratinsky.  If  there  was  to  be  a  betrayal,  he 
was  clearly  resolved  to  have  the  benefit  of  it. 

Nevertheless  Calabressa   did    not   lose  sight 
3. — xni.  N 
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of  him  for  a  moment.  He  took  him  to  his, 
Calabressa's,  lodgings  ;  kept  assuring  him  that  he 
ought  to  be  very  grateful  for  being  thus  allowed 
to  escape  ;  got  him  to  write  and  despatch  a  note 
to  Lind,  excusing  himself  for  that  day  and  the 
next ;  and  then  proceeded  to  give  him  instructions 
as  to  what  he  should  do  in  Naples.  These  in- 
structions, by  the  way,  were  entirely  unnecessary ; 
it  was  no  part  of  Calabressa's  plan  to  allow  Reitzei 
to  arrive  in  Naples  alone. 

After  a  mid-day  meal,  Calabressa  and  Reitzei 
walked  up  to  the  lodgings  of  the  latter,  where 
he  got  a  few  travelling-things  put  together.  By- 
and-by  they  went  to  the  railway  station  ;  Calabressa 
suggesting  that  it  was  better  for  Reitzei  to  get 
away  from  London  as  soon  as  possible.  The  old 
albino  saw  his  companion  take  his  seat  in  the 
train  for  Dover  ;  and  then  turned  away  and 
re-entered  the  busy  world  of  the  London  streets. 

The  day  was  fine  after  the  rain  ;  the  pave- 
ments were  white  and  dry  ;  he  kept  in  the  sunlight 
for  the  sake  of  the  warmth.  But  he  had  not 
much  attention  for  the  sights  and  sounds  around 
him.  Now  that  this  sudden  scheme  promised 
to  be  entirely  successful,  he  could    consider   the 
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probable  consequences  of  that  success  ;  and,  as 
usual,  his  first  thought  was  about  Natalie. 

"  Poor  child — poor  child  !  "  he  said  to  himself, 
rather  sadly.  "  How  could  she  tell  how  this 
would  end  ?  If  she  saves  the  life  of  her  lover, 
it  is  at  the  cost  of  the  life  of  her  father.  The 
poor  child  ! — must  misfortune  meet  her  whichever 
way  she  turns  ?  " 

And  then,  too,  some  touch  of  compunction  or 
even  remorse  entered  into  his  own  bosom.  He 
had  been  so  eager  in  the  pursuit  ;  he  had  been 
so  anxious  to  acquit  himself  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  Council,  that  he  had  scarcely  remembered 
that  his  success  would  almost  certainly  involve  the 
sacrifice  of  one  who  was  at  least  an  old  colleague. 
Ferdinand  Lind  and  Calabressa  had  never  been 
the  very  best  of  friends  ;  during  one  period, 
indeed,  they  had  been  rivals  ;  but  that  had  been 
forgotten  in  the  course  of  years ;  and  what 
Calabressa  now  remembered  was  that  Lind  and 
he  had  at  least  been  companions  in  the  old  days. 

"  Seventeen  years  ago,"  he  was  thinking,  "  he 
forfeited  his  life  to  the  Society  ;  and  they  gav(; 
it  back  to  him.  They  will  not  pardon  him  this 
time.     And  who  is  to  take  the  news  to  Natalie 
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and  the  beautiful,  brave  child  ?  Ah,  what  will 
she  say  ?  My  God,  is  there  no  happiness  for 
any  one  in  this  world  ! " 

He  was  greatly  distressed  ;  but  in  his  distress 
he  became  desperate.  He  would  not  look  that 
way  at  all.  He  boldly  justified  himself  for  what 
he  had  done  ;  and  strove  to  regard  it  with  satis- 
faction. What  if  both  Lind  and  Beratinsky  were 
to  suffer  ;  had  they  not  merited  any  punishment 
that  might  befall  them  ?  Had  they  not  compassed 
the  destruction  of  an  innocent  man  ?  Would  it 
have  been  better,  then,  that  George  Brand  should 
have  become  the  victim  of  an  infamous  conspiracy  ? 
Fiat  jtistitia  ! — no  matter  at  what  cost.  Natalie 
must  face  the  truth.  Better  that  the  guilty  should 
suffer  than  the  innocent.  And  he,  Calabressa, 
for  one,  was  not  going  to  shirk  any  responsibility 
for  what  might  happen.  He  had  obeyed  the 
orders  of  the  Council.  He  had  done  his  duty  ; 
that  was  enough. 

He  forced  himself  not  to  think  of  Natalie,  and 
of  the  dismay  and  horror  with  which  she  would 
learn  of  one  of  the  consequences  of  her  appeal. 
This  was  a  matter  between  men  ;  to  be  settled 
by  men  :  if  the  consciences  of  women  were  tender,. 
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it  could  not  be  helped.  Calabressa  walked  faster 
and  faster,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  get  away  from 
something  that  followed  and  annoyed  him.  He 
pretended  to  himself  that  he  was  deeply  interested 
in  a  shop-window  here  or  there  ;  occasionally 
he  whistled  ;  he  sang,  "  Vado  a  Napoli  in  bar- 
chetta,"  with  forced  gaiety  ;  he  twisted  his  long 
white  moustache;  and  then  he  made  his  way  down 
to  Brand's  rooms. 

Here  he  was  also  very  gay. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Monsieur  Brand,  to-day  I 
have  idleness  ;  to-day  I  will  talk  to  you  ;  yester- 
day I  could  not." 

"Unfortunately,"  said  Brand,  "our  positions 
are  reversed  now.  For  here  is  a  letter  from 
Lind,  wanting  me  to  go  up  to  Lisle  Street.  It 
seems  Reitzei  has  had  to  go  off  into  the  country, 
leaving  a  lot  of  correspondence " 

"  You  are,  then,  on  good  terms  w^ith  Lind  ? " 
Calabressa  interposed,  quickly. 

"  Yes ;  why  not  ?  "  said  Brand,  with  a  stare. 

"  I,  also,  I  say — Why  not  ?  It  is  excellent. 
Then  you  have  no  time  for  my  chatter  ? "  said 
Calabressa,  carelessly  regarding  the   open  letter. 

"  At  least  you   can  tell   me  something  about 
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Natalie  and  her  mother.     Are  they  well  ?     What 
hotel  are  they  at  ? " 

Calabressa  laughed. 

"Yes,  yes,  my  friend  Monsieur  Brand,  you 
say,  '  Are  they  well  ? '  What  you  mean  is, 
*  What  has  taken  them  to  Naples  ?  '  Bien,  you 
are  right  to  wonder ;  you  will  not  have  to  wonder 
long.  A  little  patience  ;  you  will  hear  some- 
thing ;  do  not  be  surprised.  And  you  have  no 
message,  for  example,  by  way  of  reply  to  the 
letter  I  brought  you  ? " 

"  You  are  returning  to  Naples,  then  ?  " 

"  To-night.  I  will  take  a  message  for  you  ; 
if  you  have  no  time  now,  send  it  to  me  at 
Charing  Cross.     Meanwhile,  I  take  my  leave." 

Calabressa  rose ;  but  was  persuaded  to  re- 
sume his  seat. 

"  I  see,"  said  he,  again  laughing,  "  that  you 
have  a  little  time  to  hear  about  the  two  wan- 
derers. Oh,  they  are  in  a  good  hotel,  I  assure 
you  ;  pretty  rooms ;  you  look  over  to  Capri ; 
quite  near  you  the  Castello  dell'  Ovo,  and 
underneath  your  windows  the  waves — a  charm- 
ing view  !  And  the  little  Natalushka,  she  has 
not    lost    her    spirits :    she    says   to    me,    '  Dear 
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Mr.  Cakibressa,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to- 
become  my  champion  ? '  I  say  to  her,  '  Against 
all  the  world.'  '  Oh  no.'  she  answers,  *  not 
quite  so  much  as  that.  It  is  a  man  who  sells 
coral  and  lava  and  such  things  ;  and  no  matter 
when  I  go  out,  he  will  follow  me,  and  thrust 
himself  before  me.  Dear  Mr.  Calabressa,  I  do 
not  want  coral  and  trinkets ;  and  he  is  more 
importunate  than  all  the  others  put  together ; 
and  the  servants  of  the  hotel  can  do  nothing 
with  him.'  Oh,  I  assure  you,  it  would  have 
made  you  laugh — her  pretence  of  gravity  !  I  said 
nothing — not  I ;  what  is  the  use  of  making  serious 
promises  over  trifles  ?  But  when  I  went  out  I 
encountered  the  sfentleman  with  the  coral  and 
lava  ornaments.  '  Friend,'  said  I,  '  a  word  with 
you.  Skip,  dance,  be  off  with  you  to  the  steps 
of  some  other  hotel  ;  }'our  presence  is  not  agree- 
able here.'  *  Who  are  you  ? '  said  he,  naturally. 
'  No  matter,'  said  I,  '  but  do  you  wish  to  be 
presented  with  two  dozen  of  the  schoolmaster's 
sweetmeats  ?  '  '  Who  are  you  ?  '  said  he,  again. 
Then  I  took  him  b)-  the  ear ;  and  whispered 
something  to  him.  By  the  blood  of  Saint  Peter, 
Monsieur    Brand,    you     should     have    h(;ard     the 
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quick  snap  of  his  box,  and  seen  the  heels  of  him 
as  he  darted  off  hke  an  antelope  !  I  tell  you, 
the  grave-faced  minx,  that  mocking  Natalushka, 
who  makes  fun  of  old  people  like  me — well,  she 
shall  not  any  more  be  troubled  with  necklaces 
and  pebbles ! " 

"  Then  she  is  quite  cheerful  and  happy  ? " 
said  Brand,  somewhat  wondering. 

"  Sometimes,"  Calabressa  said,  more  gravely. 
*'  One  cannot  always  be  anxious  ;  one  has 
glimpses  of  hope ;  then  the  spirit  rises ;  the 
eyes  laugh.  You,  for  example,  you  do  not  seem 
much  cast  down  ?  " 

Brand  avoided  his  inquisitive  look  ;  and 
merely  said — 

"  One  must  take  things  as  one  finds  them. 
There  is  no  use  repining  over  what  happens." 

Calabressa  now  rose,  and  took  his  cap.  Then 
he  laid  it  down  on  the  table  aofain. 

"One  moment  before  I  go,  my  dear  Mon- 
sieur Brand.  I  told  you  to  expect  news ;  per- 
haps you  will  not  understand.  Shall  I  show 
you  something  to  help  }  Regard  this  :  it  is 
only  a  little  trick  ;  but  it  may  help  you  to  under- 
stand when  the  news  comes  to  you." 
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He  took  from  his  pocket  li  piece  of  white 
paper,  square,  and  with  apparently  nothing  on 
it.  He  laid  it  on  the  table  ;  and  produced  a  red 
pencil. 

"  May  I  trouble  you  for  a  small  pair  of 
scissors,  my  dear  friend  ? " 

Brand  stepped  aside  to  a  writing-desk,  and 
brought  him  the  scissors  ;  he  was  scarcely  think- 
ing of  Calabressa  at  all  ;  he  was  thinking  of  the 
message  he  would  send  to  Naples. 

Calabressa  slowly  and  carefully  cut  the  piece 
of  paper  into  four  squares  ;  and  proceeded  to  fold 
these  up.  Brand  looked  on,  it  is  true  ;  but  with 
little  interest ;  and  he  certainly  did  not  perceive 
that  his  companion  had  folded  three  of  these  pieces 
with  the  under  side  inwards,  the  fourth  wnth 
the  upper  side  inwards,  while  this  last  had  the 
rough  edges  turned  in  a  different  direction  from 
the  other  three. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Brand,"  said  Calabressa,  calmly, 
*'  if  one  were  drawing  lots,  for  example,  what 
more  simple  than  this  .-*  I  take  one  of  these 
pieces — you  see,  there  is  nothing  on  it — I  print 
a  red  cross  with  my  pencil  ;  there,  it  is  folded 
again,  and  they  all  go  into  my  cap." 
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"  Enough,  Calabressa,"  Brand  said,  impatiently. 
"  You  show  me  that  you  have  questioned  me 
closely  enough.     There  is  enough  said  about  it." 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  my  dear  friend,  there 
is  not,"  said  Calabressa,  politely.  "  For  this  is 
what  I  have  to  say  now.  Draw  one  of  the  pieces 
of  paper." 

Brand  turned  away. 

"It  is  not  a  thing  to  be  gone  over  again, 
I  tell  you ;  I  have  had  enough  of  it  ;  let  it  rest." 

"  It  must  not  rest.  I  beg  of  you — my  friend, 
I  insist " 

He  pressed  the  cap  on  him  ;  Brand,  to  get  rid 
of  him,  drew  one  of  the  papers,  and  tossed  it 
on  to  the  table.  Calabressa  took  it  up,  opened 
it,  and  showed  him  the  red  cross. 

"  Yes,  you  are  again  unfortunate,  my  dear 
Monsieur  Brand.  Fate  pursues  you,  does  it  not  ? 
But  wait  one  moment.  Will  you  open  the  other 
three  papers  ? " 

As  Brand  seemed  impatient,  Calabressa  himself 
took  them  out  and  opened  them  singly  before 
him.     On  each  and  all  was  the  same  red  mark. 

But  now  Brand  was  indifferent  no  loncrer. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Calabressa  ?  "  he  said, 
quickly. 
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"I  mean,"  said  Calabressa,  regarding  him, 
"  that  one  might  prepare  a  trick  by  which  you 
would  not  have  much  chance  of  escape.'' 

Brand  caught  Iiim  by  the  arm. 

"  Do  you   mean  that  these  others "      He 

could  not  complete  the  sentence  ;  his  brain  was 
in  a  whirl  :  was  this  why  Natalie  had  sent  him 
that  strange  message  of  hope  ? 

Calabressa  released  himself,  and  took  his  cap, 
and  said — 

"  I  can  tell  you  nothing,  my  dear  friend — 
nothing.  My  lips  are  sealed,  for  the  present. 
But  surely  one  is  permitted  to  show  you  a  com- 
mon little  trick  with  bits  of  paper  ?  " 

"  But  you  imist  tell  me  what  you  mean,"  said 
Brand,  breathlessly,  and  with  his  face  still  some- 
what pale.  "  You  suggest  there  has  been  a  trick. 
That  is  why  you  have  come  from  Naples  ?  What 
do  you  know  ?  What  is  about  to  happen  ?  For 
God's  sake,  Calabressa,  don't  have  any  mystifi- 
cation about  it  :  what  is  it  that  you  know — that 
)ou  suspect — that  you  have  heard  }  " 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  Calabressa,  with  some 
anxiety,  "  perhaps  I  have  been  indiscreet.  I 
know  nothing  :  what  can  I  know  ?     But  I  show 
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you  a  trick — if  only  to  prepare  you  for  any  news 
— and  you  think  it  is  very  serious.  Oh  no  ;  do 
not  be  too  hopeful — do  not  think  it  is  serious 
— think  it  was  a  foolish  trick " 

And  so,  notwithstanding  all  that  Brand  could 
do  to  force  some  definite  explanation  from  him, 
Calabressa  succeeded  in  getting  away,  promising 
to  carry  to  Natalie  any  message  Brand  might  send 
in  the  evening  ;  and  as  for  Brand  himself,  it  was 
now  time  for  him  to  go  up  to  Lisle  Street,  so 
that  he  had  something  else  to  think  of  than 
idle  mystifications. 

For  this  was  how  he  took  it  in  the  end. 
Calabressa  was  whimsical,  fantastic,  mysterious ; 
he  had  been  playing  with  the  notion  that  Brand 
had  been  entrapped  into  this  service  ;  he  had 
succeeded  in  showing  himself  how  it  might  have 
been  done.  The  worst  of  it  was— had  he  been 
putting  vain  hopes  into  the  mind  of  Natalie  ? 
Was  this  the  cause  of  her  message  ?  In  the 
midst  of  all  this  bewildering  uncertainty,  Brand 
set  himself  to  the  work  left  unfinished  by  Reitzei ; 
and  found  Ferdinand  Lind  as  pleasant  and  friendly 
a  colleaQ'ue  as  ever. 

But  a  few  days  after  he  was  startled  by  being 
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summoned  back  to  Lisle  Street,  after  he  had 
gone  home  in  the  afternoon.  He  found  Fer- 
dinand Lind  as  cahn  and  collected  as  usual, 
though  he  spoke  in  a  hard,  dr)-  voice.  He  was 
then  informed  that  Lind  liimself  and  Beratinsky 
were  about  to  leave  London  for  a  time ;  that 
the  Council  wished  Brand  to  conduct  the  busi- 
ness at  Lisle  Street  as  best  he  might  in  their 
absence  ;  and  that  he  was  to  summon  to  his  aid 
such  of  the  officers  of  the  Society  as  he  chose. 
He  asked  no  explanations  ;  and  Lind  vouch- 
safed none.  There  was  somethinof  unusual  in 
the  expression  of  the  man's  face. 

Well,  Brand  installed  himself  in  Lisle  Street ; 
and  got  along  as  best  he  could,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  Gathorne  Edwards  and  one  or  two 
others.  But  not  one  of  them  any  more  than 
himself  knew  what  had  happened  or  was  hap- 
pening. No  word  or  message  of  an)'  kind  came 
from  Calabressa,  or  Lind,  or  the  Society,  or  any 
one.  Day  after  day,  Brand  got  through  his  work 
with  patience,  but  without  interest ;  only,  for  the 
time  being,  these  necessities  of  the  hour  beguiled 
him  from  thinking  of  the  hideous,  inevitable  thing 
that  lay  ahead  in   his  life. 
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When  news  did  come,  it  was  sudden  and 
terrible.  One  ni^ht  he  and  Edwards  were -alone 
in  the  rooms  in  Lisle  Street  when  a  letter,  sent 
through  a  roundabout  channel,  was  put  into  his 
hands.  He  opened  it  carelessly  ;  glanced  at  the 
beginning  of  it ;  then  he  uttered  an  exclamation  ; 
then,  as  he  read  on,  Edwards  noticed  that  his 
companion's  face  was  ghastly  pale,  even  to  his 
lips. 

"Gracious  Heavens! — Edwards — read  it!" 
he  said,  quite  breathlessly.  He  dropped  the 
letter  on  the  table.  There  was  no  wild  joy 
at  his  own  deliverance  in  this  man's  face ;  there 
was  terror  rather  ;  it  was  not  of  himself  at 
all  he  was  thinking,  but  of  the  death-agony  of 
Natalie  Lind  when  she  should  hear  of  her  father's 
doom. 

"  Why,  this  is  very  good  news.  Brand," 
Edwards  cried,  wondering.  "You  are  released 
from  that  affair " 

But  then  he  read  further  ;  and  he,  too,  became 
agitated. 

"What?  What  does  it  mean?  Lind,  Bera- 
tinsky,  Reitzei,  accused  of  conspiracy — misusing 
the  powers  entrusted  to  them  as  officers  of  the 
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Society — Reitzei  acquitted  on  giving  evidence — 
Lind  and  Beratinsky,  condemned  ! " 

Edwards  looked  at  his  companion,  aghast,  and 
said — 

"  You  know  what  the  penalty  is,  Brand." 

The  other  nodded.  Edwards  returned  to 
the  letter,  reading  aloud,  in  detached  scraps,  his 
voice  ijivinor  evidence  of  his  astonishment  and 
dismay. 

"  Beratinsky  allowed  the  option  of  under- 
taking the  duty  from  which  you  are  released — 
accepts — it  is  his  only  chance,  I  suppose — poor 
devil !  what  chance  is  it,  after  all  ? "  He  put 
the  letter  back  on  the  table.  *'  What  is  all  this 
that  has  happened,  Brand  ?  " 

Brand  did  not  answer.  He  had  risen  to  his 
feet ;  he  stood  like  one  bound  with  chains  ;  there 
was  suffering  and  an  infinite  pity  in  the  haggard 
face. 

"  Why  is  not  Natalie  here  ? "  he  said ;  and 
it  was  strange  that  two  men  so  different  from 
each  other  as  Brand  and  Calabressa  should  in 
such  a  crisis  have  had  the  same  instinctive 
thought.  The  lives  and  fates  of  men  were 
nothing ;    it    was    the   heart   of   a  girl    that  con- 
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cerned  them.  "  They  will  tell  her — some  of 
them  over  there — they  will  tell  her,  suddenly, 
that  her  father  is  condemned  to  die.  Why  is  she 
— amongst — amongst  strangers  ? " 

He  pulled  out  his  watch  hastily ;  but  long 
ago  the  night-mail  had  left  for  Dover.  At  this 
moment  the  bell  rang  below  ;  and  he  started ; 
it  was  unusual  for  them  to  have  a  visitor  at  such 
an  hour. 

"  It  is  only  that  drunken  fool,  Kirski," 
Edwards  said.  "  I  asked  him  to  come  here  to- 
night." 


(     ^93     ) 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE    TRIAL. 

It  was  a  dark,  wet,  and  cold  night  when 
Calabressa  felt  his  way  down  the  gangway 
leading  from  the  Admiralty  Pier  into  the  small 
Channel  steamer  that  lay  slightly  rolling  at  her 
moorings.  Most  of  the  passengers  who  were 
already  on  board  had  got  to  leeward  of  the 
deck-cabins ;  and  sat  huddled  up  there,  undis- 
tinguishable  bundles  of  rugs.  For  a  time  he 
almost  despaired  of  finding  out  Reitzei ;  but  at 
last  he  was  successful  ;  and  he  had  to  explain 
to  this  particular  bundle  of  rugs  that  he  had 
changed  his  mind,  and  would  himself  travel  with 
him  to  Naples. 

It  was  a  dirty  night  in  crossing,  and  both 
suffered  considerably ;  the  difference  being  that, 
as  soon  as  they  got  into  the  smooth  waters  of 
Calais     harbour,    Calabressa    recovered     himself 
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directly,  whereas  Reitzel  remained  an  almost 
inanimate  heap  of  wrappings,  and  had  to  be 
assisted  or  shoved  up  the  steep  gangway  into 
the  glare  of  the  officials'  lamps.  Then,  as  soon 
as  he  had  got  into  a  compartment  of  the  railway 
carriage,  he  rolled  himself  up  in  a  corner,  and 
sought  to  forget  his  sufferings  in  sleep. 

Calabressa  was  walking  up  and  down  on  the 
platform.  At  length  the  horn  sounded,  and  he 
was  about  to  step  into  the  compartment,  when 
he  found  himself  preceded  by  a  lady. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  madame,"  said  he, 
politely,  "  but  it  is  a  carriage  for  smokers." 

"  And  if  one  wishes  to  smoke,  one  is 
permitted — is  it  not  so  ? "  said  the  stranger, 
cheerfully. 

Calabressa  at  once  held  open  the  door  for 
her ;  and  then  followed.  These  three  had  the 
compartment  to  themselves. 

She  was  a  young  lady,  good-looking,  tall, 
fresh-complexioned,  with  brown  eyes  that  had 
plenty  of  fire  in  them,  and  a  humorous  smile  that 
showed  brilliant  teeth.  Calabressa,  sitting  oppo- 
site her,  judged  that  she  was  an  Austrian,  from 
the  number  of  bags  and  nick-nacks  she  had,  all 
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in  red  Russia  leather,  and  from  the  number  of 
trinkets  she  wore,  mostly  of  polished  steel  or 
silver.  She  opened  a  little  tortoise-shell  cigarette- 
case,  took  out  a  cigarette,  and  gracefully  ac- 
cepted the  light  that  Calabressa  offered  her. 
By  this  time  the  train  had  started  ;  and  was 
thundering  through  the  night. 

The  young  lady  was  very  frank  and  affable  ; 
she  talked  to  her  companion  opposite — Reitzei 
being  fast  asleep — about  a  great  many  things  ; 
she  lit  cigarette  after  cigarette.  She  spoke  of 
her  husband,  moreover ;  and  complained  that 
he  should  have  to  go  and  fight  in  some  one 
else's  quarrel.  Why  could  not  ladies  who  went 
to  the  tables  at  Monte  Carlo  keep  their  temper, 
that  a  perfectly  neutral  third  person  should  be 
summoned  to  fight  a  duel  on  behalf  of  one  of 
them  ? 

"  You     are     going     to     rejoin      him,     then, 
madame  ?  "  said  Calabressa. 

"  Not  at  all,"  she  said,  laughing.      "  I  have  my 
own  affairs." 

After    some  time,   she    said,   with  an   amused 
smile — 

"My   dear  sir,    I] hope    I    do    not    keep    you 
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from  sleeping.  But  you  are  puzzled  about  me. 
You  think  you  have  seen  me  before  ;  but  cannot 
tell  where." 

"  There  you  are  perfectly  right,  madame." 

"  Think  of  the  day  before  yesterday.  You 
were  crossing  in  the  steamer.  You  were  so 
good  as  to  suggest  to  a  lady  on  board  that 
nearer  the  centre  of  the  vessel  would  be  safer 
for  her " 

He  stared  at  her  again.  Could  this  be  the 
same  lady  who,  on  the  day  that  he  crossed,  was 
seated  right  at  the  stern  of  the  steamer,  her 
brown  hair  flying  about  with  the  wind,  her  white 
teeth  flashing  as  she  laughed  and  joked  with  the 
sailors,  her  eyes  full  of  life  and  merriment  as  she 
pitched  up  and  down  ?  Calabressa,  before  the 
paroxysms  of  his  woe  overtook  him,  had  had 
the  bravery  to  go  and  remonstrate  with  this 
young  lady,  and  to  tell  her  she  would  be  more 
comfortable  nearer  the  middle  of  the  boat ;  but 
she  had  laughingly  told  him  she  was  a  sailor's 
daughter  ;  and  was  not  afraid  of  the  sea.  Well, 
this  handsome  young  lady  opposite  certainly 
laughed  like  that  other — but  still  ? 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  "  do  I  puzzle  you  with  such 
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a  simple  thing  ?  My  hair  was  brown  the  day 
before  yesterday  ;  it  is  black  to-day  ;  is  that  a 
sufficient  disguise  ?  Pardieii,  when  I  went  to 
a  music-hall  in  London  that  same  night,  to  see 
some  stupid  nonsense — bah  !  such  stupid  non- 
sense I  have  never  seen  in  the  world — I  went 
dressed  as  a  man.  Only  for  exercise,  you  per- 
ceive :  one  does  not  need  disguises  in  London." 

Calabressa  was  becoming  more  and  more 
mystified  ;  and  she  saw  it ;  and  her  amusement 
increased. 

"  Come,  my  friend,"  she  said,  "■  you  cannot 
deny  that  you  also  are  political  .-*  " 

"I,  madame?"  said  Calabressa,  with  earnest 
innocence. 

"  Oh  yes.  And  you  are  not  on  the  side  of 
the  big  battalions,  eh  ?  " 

"  I  declare  to  you,  madame " 

She  glanced  at  Reitzei. 

"  Your  friend  sleeps  sound.  Come,  shall 
I  tell  you  something  ?  You  did  not  say  a  word, 
for  example,  when  you  stepped  on  shore,  to  a 
gentleman  in  a  big  cloak  who  had  a  lantern " 

"  ALadame,  I  beg  of  you  ! "  he  exclaimed  in 
a  low  voice,  also  glancing  at   Reitzei. 
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**  What  ?  "  she  said,  laughing.  "  Then  you 
have  the  honour  of  the  acquaintance  of  my 
old  friend  Biard  ?  The  rogue,  to  take  a  post 
like  that !  Oh,  I  think  my  husband  could  speak 
more  frankly  with  you  ;  I  can  only  guess." 

"  You  are  somewhat  indiscreet,  madame,"  said 
Calabressa,  coldly. 

"  I  ?  indiscreet  ? "  she  said,  flicking  off  the 
ash  of  her  cigarette  with  a  finger  of  the  small 
gloved  hand.  Then  she  said,  with  mock- 
seriousness  :  "  How  can  one  be  indiscreet  with 
a  friend  of  the  good-man  Biard  ?  Come,  I  will 
give  you  a  lesson  in  sincerity.  My  husband  is 
gone  to  fight  a  duel,  I  told  you ;  yes,  but  his 
enemy  is  a  St.  Petersburg  General,  who  be- 
longed to  the  Third  Section.  They  should  not 
let  Russians  play  at  Monte  Carlo  ;  it  is  so  easy 
to  pick  a  quarrel  with  them.  And  now  about 
myself;  you  want  to  know  what  I  am,  what 
I  am  about.  Ah,  I  perceive  it,  monsieur. 
Well,  this  time,  on  the  other  hand,  I  shall  be 
discreet.  But  if  you  hear  of  something  within 
a  few  weeks — if  the  whole  of  the  world  begins 
to  chatter  about  it — and  you  say,  '  Well,  that 
woman   had   pluck — then  you   can  think  of  our 
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little  conversation  during  the  night.  We  must 
be  getting  near  Amiens,  is  it  not  so  ? " 

She  took  from  her  travelHng-bag  a  small 
apparatus  for  showering  eau-de-Cologne  in 
spray,  and  with  this  sprinkled  her  forehead  ; 
afterwards  removing  the  drops  with  a  soft  white 
sponge,  and  smoothing  her  rebellious  black  hair. 
Then  she  took  out  a  tiny  flask  and  cup  of  silver. 

"  Permit  me,  monsieur,  to  give  you  a  little 
cognac,  after  so  many  cigarettes.  I  fear  you  have 
only  been  smoking  to  keep  me  company " 

"A  thousand  thanks,  madame,"  said  Cala- 
bressa,  who  certainly  did  not  refuse.  She  took 
none  herself;  indeed,  she  had  just  time  to  put 
her  bacrs  in  order  acfain  when  the  train  slowed 
into  Amiens  Station ;  and  she,  bidding  her 
bewildered  and  bewitched  companion  a  most 
courteous  farewell,  got  out  and  departed. 

Calabressa  himself  soon  fell  asleep  ;  and  did 
not  wake  until  they  were  near  Paris.  By  this 
time  the  bundle  of  rugs  in  the  corner  had  begun 
to  show  signs  of  animation. 

"  Well,  friend  Reitzei,  you  have  had  a  good 
sleep,"  said  Calabressa,  yawning  and  stretching 
his  arms. 
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"  I  have  slept  a  little." 

"  You  have  slept  all  night — what  more  ? 
What  do  you  know,  for  example,  of  the  young 
lady  who  was  in  the  carriage  ? " 

"  I  saw  her  come  in,"  Reitzei  said,  indif- 
ferently. "  And  I  heard  you  talking  once  or 
twice.     What  was  she  ?  " 

"  There  you  ask  me  a  pretty  question.  My 
belief  is  that  she  was  either  one  of  those 
Nihilist  mad-women,  or  else  the  devil  himself  In 
a  new  shape.  At  any  rate  she  had  some  good 
cognac." 

"  I  should  like  some  coffee  now,  Signor 
Calabressa  ;  and  you  ? " 

"  I  would  not  refuse  it." 

Indeed,  during  all  this  journey  to  Naples, 
Calabressa  and  his  companion  talked  much  more 
of  the  commonplace  incidents  and  wants  of 
travel  than  of  the  graver  matters  that  lay  before 
them.  Calabressa  was  especially  resolute  in 
doing  so.  He  did  not  like  to  look  ahead.  He 
kept  reminding  himself  that  he  was  simply  the 
agent  of  the  Council  ;  he  was  carrying  out  their 
behests  ;  the  consequences  were  for  others  to 
deal  with.     He  had  fulfilled  his  commission  ;  he 
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had  procured  sufficient  proof  of  the  suspected 
conspiracy  ;  if  evil-doers  were  to  be  punished, 
was  he  responsible  ?  Fiat  jiistiiia  ! — he  kept 
repeating-  to  himself.  He  was  answerable  to  the 
Council  alone.      He  had  done  his  duty. 

But  from  time  to  time — and  especially  when 
they  were  travelling  at  night,  and  he  was 
awake — a  haunting  dread  possessed  him.  How 
should  he  appear  before  these  two  women  in 
Naples  ?  His  old  friend  Natalie  Berezolyi  had 
been  grievously  wronged  ;  she  had  suffered 
through  long  years  ;  but  a  wife  forgets  much 
when  her  husband  is  about  to  die.  And  a 
daughter  ?  Lind  had  been  an  affectionate  father 
enough  to  this  girl  ;  these  two  had  been  com- 
panions all  her  lifetime  ;  recent  incidents  would 
surely  be  forgotten  in  her  terror  over  the  fact 
that  it  was  her  own  appeal  to  the  Council  that 
had  wrought  her  father's  death.  And  then  he, 
Calabressa,  what  could  he  say  ?  It  was  through 
him  she  had  invoked  these  unknown  powers. 
It  was  his  counsel  that  had  taken  her  to  Naples, 
And  he  was  the  immediate  instrument  that 
would  produce  this  tragic  end. 

He  would   not    think  of   it.     At  the   various 
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places  where  they  stopped  he  worried  about 
food  and  drink  ;  and  angrily  haggled  about 
hotel-bills.  He  read  innumerable  stupid  little 
newspapers  from  morning  till  night.  He 
smoked  Reitzei  nearly  blind.  At  last  they 
reached   Naples. 

Within  an  hour  after  their  arrival  Cala- 
bressa,  alone,  was  in  Tommaso's  wine-vaults, 
talking  to  the  ghoul-iike  occupant.  A  bell  rang, 
faint  and  muffled,  in  the  distance  ;  he  passed  to 
the  back  of  the  vaults,  and  lit  a  candle  that 
Tommaso  handed  him  ;  then  he  followed  what 
seemed,  from  the  rumble  overhead,  some  kind 
of  subterranean  corridor.  But  at  the  end  of 
this  long  subway  he  began  to  ascend  ;  then  he 
reached  some  steps  ;  finally,  he  was  on  an 
ordinary  staircase,  with  daylight  around  him, 
and  above  him  a  landing  with  two  doors,  both 
shut. 

Opening  one  of  these  doors,  after  having 
knocked  thrice,  he  entered  a  large,  bare  chamber 
which  was  occupied  by  three  men,  all  seated  at 
a  table  which  was  covered  with  papers.  One 
of  them,  Von  Zoesch,  rose. 

"  That  is  good  ;  that  is  very  well  settled,"  he 
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said  to  the  other  two.  "It  is  a  f^^ood  piece  of 
work.  Now  here  is  this  EngHsh  business  ;  and 
the  report  of  our  wily  friend,  Calabressa.  What 
is  it,  Calabressa  ?  We  had  your  telegram  ;  we 
have  sent  for  Lind  and  Beratinsky  ;  what 
more : 

"  Excellency,  I  have  fulfilled  your  commission, 
I  hope  with  judgment,"  Calabressa  said,  his  cap 
in  his  hand.  "  I  believe  it  is  clear  that  the 
Englishman  had  that  duty  put  upon  him  by 
fraudulent  means." 

"It  is  a  pity,  if  it  be  so  ;  it  will  cost  us  some 
further  trouble  ;  and  we  have  other  things  to 
think  about  at  present."  Then  he  added, 
lightly,  "  But  it  will  please  your  young  lady 
friend,  Calabressa.     Well  ? " 

"  Excellency,  you  forget  it  may  not  quite  so 
well  please  her  if  it  is  found  that  her  father  was 
in  the  conspiracy,"  said  Calabressa,  submissively. 

"  Why  not  ? "  answered  the  bluff,  tall  soldier. 
"  However,  to  the  point,  Calabressa.  What  have 
you  discovered  ?     And   your  proofs  ?  " 

"  I  have  none,  your  Excellenc)-.  But  I  have 
brought  with  me  one  of  the  four  in  the  ballot, 
who  is  willing  to  confess.     Why  is  he  willing  to 
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confess  ?  "  said  Calabressa,  with  a  little  triumph- 
ant smile.  "  Because  he  thinks  the  gentlemen 
of  the  Council  know  already.'' 

"  And  you  have  frightened  the  poor  devil,  no 
doubt,"  said  Von  Zoesch,  laughing. 

"  I  have,  on  the  contrary,  assured  him  of 
pardon,"  said  Calabressa,  gravely.  "  It  is  within 
the  powers  you  gave  me,  Excellency.  I  have 
pledged  my  honour " 

"  Oh  yes,  yes  ;  very  well.  But  do  you  mean 
to  tell  us,  my  good  Calabressa,"  said  this  tall 
man,  speaking  more  seriously,  "  that  you  have 
proof  of  these  three,  Lind,  Beratinsky,  Reitzei, 
having  combined  to  impose  on  the  English- 
man ?  Not  Lind,  surely  ?  Perhaps  the  other 
two ? " 

"  Your  Excellency,  it  is  for  you  to  investigate 
further  and  determine.  I  will  tell  you  how  I 
proceeded.  I  went  to  the  Englishman ;  and 
got  minute  particulars  of  what  occurred.  I 
formed  my  own  little  story,  my  guess,  my  theory. 
I  eot  hold  of  Reitzei  ;  and  hinted  that  it  was  all 
known — on  my  faith,  he  never  thought  of  denying 
anything,  he  was  so  frightened !  But  regard 
this,   Excellency ;    I   know   nothing.     I   can  give 
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you  the  Englishman's  account  ;  then,  if  you 
get  that  of  Reitzei,  and  the  two  correspond,  it  is 
a  good  proof  that  Reitzei  is  not  lying  in  his 
confession  ?  It  is  for  you  to  examine  him, 
Excellency." 

"  No,  it  is  not  for  me,"  the  ruddy-faced 
soldier-looking  man  said  ;  and  then  he  turned  to 
his  two  companions.  The  one  was  the  Secretary 
Granaglia ;  the  other  was  a  broad-shouldered, 
elderly  man,  with  strikingly  handsome  features 
of  the  modern  Greek  type,  a  pallid,  wax-like 
complexion,  and  thoughtful,  impenetrable  eyes. 
"  Brother  Conventz,  I  withdraw  from  this  affair. 
I  leave  it  in  the  hands  of  the  Council ;  one  of 
the  accused  was  in  former  days  my  friend  ;  it 
is  not  right  that  I  should  interfere." 

"  And  I  also.  Excellency,"  said  Calabressa, 
eagerly.  "  I  have  fulfilled  my  commission  ;  may 
not  I  retire  now  also  ? " 

"  Brother  Granaglia  will  take  down  your 
report  in  writing  ;  then  you  are  free,  my  Cala- 
bressa. But  you  will  take  the  summons  of  the 
Council  to  your  friend  Reitzei ;  I  suppose  he 
will  have  to  be  examined  before  the  others 
arrive." 
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And  so  it  came  about  that  neither  the  General 
von  Zoesch  nor  Calabressa  was  present  when  the 
trial,  if  trial  it  could  be  called,  took  place.  There 
were  no  formalities.  In  this  same  big  bare  room, 
seven  members  of  the  Council  sat  at  the  table. 
Brother  Conventz  presiding,  the  Secretary 
Granaglia  at  the  foot,  with  writing  materials 
before  him.  Ferdinand  Lind  and  Beratinsky 
stood  between  them  and  the  side-wall,  apparently 
impassive.  Reitzei  was  nearer  the  window, 
pallid,  uneasy,  his  eyes  wandering  about  the 
room,  but  avoiding  the  place  where  his  former 
colleaofues  stood. 

The  President  briefly  stated  the  accusation 
against  them,  and  read  Reitzei's  account  of  his 
share  in  what  had  taken  place.  He  asked  if  they 
had  anything  to  deny  or  explain. 
Beratinsky  was  the  first  to  speak. 
*'  Illustrious  Brethren  of  the  Council,"  he 
began,  as  if  with  some  set  speech ;  but  his  colour 
suddenly  forsook  him ;  and  he  halted  and  looked 
helplessly  round.  Then  he  said  wildly — "  I 
declare  that  I  am  innocent — I  say  that  I  am 
innocent !  I  never  should  have  thought  of  it, 
gentlemen.     It  was  Lind's  suggestion  ;  he  wished 
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to  get  rid  of  the  man  ;  I  declare  I  had  nothiiii^ 
to  gain.  Gentlemen,  judge  for  yourselves  :  what 
had  I  to  gain  ?  " 

He  looked  from  one  to  the  other  ;  the  gra\-e 
faces  there  were  mostly  regarding  Granaglia,  who 
was  slowly  and  carefully  putting  the  words  down. 

Then  Lind  spoke,  clearly  and  coldly. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  deny.  What  I  did  was 
done  in  the  interests  of  the  Society.  My  reward, 
for  my  long  services,  is  that  I  am  haled  here  like 
a  pickpocket.  It  is  the  second  time  ;  it  will  be 
the  last.  I  have  done,  now,  with  the  labour  of 
my  life.  You  can  reap  the  fruits  of  it.  Do  with 
me  what  you  please," 

The  President  rose. 

"  The  gentlemen  may  now  retire ;  the  decision 
of  the  Council  will  be  communicated  to  them 
hereafter." 

A  bell  was  rung ;  Tommaso  appeared  ;  Lind 
and  Beratinsky  w^ere  conducted  down  the  stairs 
and  through  the  dark  corridor.  In  a  few  seconds 
Tommaso  returned,  and  performed  a  like  office 
for  Reitzei. 

The  deliberations  of  the  Council  were  but  of 
short   duration.     Tlie   guilt   of  the  accused   was 
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clear ;  and  clear  and  positive  was  the  penalty 
prescribed  by  the  articles  of  the  Society.  But 
in  consideration  of  the  fact  that  Beratinsky  had 
been  led  into  this  affair  by  Lind,  it  was  resolved 
to  offer  him  the  alternative  of  his  taking  over 
the  service  from  which  Brand  was  released. 
This  afforded  but  a  poor  chance  of  escape,  but 
Beratinsky  was  in  a  desperate  position.  That 
same  evening  he  accepted ;  and  the  Secretary 
Granaglia  was  forthwith  ordered  to  report  the 
result  of  these  proceedings  to  England,  and  give 
certain  instructions  as  to  the  further  conduct  of 
business  there. 

The  Secretary  Granaglia  performed  this  task 
with  his  usual  equanimity.  He  was  merely  a 
machine  registering  the  decrees  of  the  Council ; 
it  was  no  affair  of  his  to  be  concerned  about  the 
fate  of  Ferdinand  Lind ;  he  had  even  forgotten 
the  existence  of  the  two  women  who  had  been 
patiently  waiting  day  after  day  at  that  hotel, 
alternately  hoping  and  fearing  to  learn  what 
had  occurred. 


(     209     ) 
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It  was  not  at  all  likely  that,  at  such  a  crisis,  Georg-c 
Brand  should  pay  much  attention  to  the  man 
Kirski,  who  was  now  ushered  into  the  room. 
He  left  Edwards  to  deal  with  him.  In  any  case- 
he  could  not  have  understood  a  word  they  were 
saying,  except  through  the  interpretation  of 
Edwards,  and  that  was  a  tedious  process.  He 
had  other  things  to  think   of. 

Edwards  was  in  a  somewhat  nervous  and 
excited  condition,  after  hearing  this  strange  news, 
and  he  grew  both  impatient  and  angry  when 
he  saw  that  Kirski  was  again  half-dazed  with 
drink. 

"  Yes,  I  thought  so  ! "  he  exclaimed,  looking- 
as  fierce  as  the  mild  student-face  permitted 
"  This  is  why  you  were  not  at  the  shop  when 
I  called  to-day.  What  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  What 
has  become  of  your  promises  ?  " 

3.— XIV.  p 
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"  Little  father,  I  have  great  trouble,"  said  the 
man,  humbly. 

"  You  ? — you  in  trouble  ?  "  said  Edwards, 
angrily.  "  You  do  not  know  what  trouble  is. 
You  have  everything  in  the  world  you  could  wish 
for.  You  have  good  friends  ;  as  much  employ- 
ment as  you  can  want ;  fair  wages  ;  and  a  com- 
fortable home.  If  your  wife  ran  away  from  you, 
isn't  it  a  good  riddance  ?  And  then  instead  of 
setting  about  your  work  like  a  good  citizen,  you 
think  of  nothing  but  murdering  a  man  who  is  as 
far  away  from  you  as  the  man  in  the  moon, 
and  then  you  take  to  drinking,  and  become  a 
nuisance  to  every  one.'' 

"  Little  father,  I  have  many  troubles — and  I 
wish  to  fororet." 

"  Your  troubles  ! "  said  Edwards — though  his 
anger  was  a  little  bit  assumed  :  he  wished  to 
frighten  the  man  into  better  ways.  "  What  are 
your  troubles  !  Think  of  that  beautiful  lady  you 
are  always  talking  about — who  interested  herself 
in  you,  the  bigger  fool  she  ! — think  of  her  trouble 
Avhen  she  knows  that  her  father  is  to  die.  And 
for  what  ?  Because  he  was  not  obedient  to  the 
laws   of  the  Society.     And  he  is  punished  with 
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■death  ;  and  you,  have  you  Ijccn  obedient  ?  What 
has  become  of  your  promises  to  me  ?  " 

The  man  before  him  seemed  at  this  moment 
to  arouse  himself.  He  answered  nothing  to  the 
reproaches  hurled  at  him  ;  but  said,  with  a  glance 
of  eager  interest  in  the  sunken  eyes — 

"  Is  she  in  great  trouble,  little  father  ?  " 

This  orleam  of  intellicrence  rather  startled 
Edwards.  He  had  been  merely  scolding  a  half- 
drunken  poor  devil ;  and  had  been  incautious  as 
to  what  he  said.  He  continued,  with  greater 
discretion — 

"  Would  she  have  her  troubles  made  any  the 
less  if  she  knew  how  you  were  behaving  ?  She 
was  interested  in  you ;  many  a  time  she  asked 
about  you " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  the  man  said,  slowly  ;  and  he  was 
twisting  about  the  cap  that  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"  And  she  gave  you  her  portrait.  Well,  I  am 
glad  you  knew  you  were  not  fit  to  retain  such 
a  gift.  A  young  lady  like  that  does  not  give 
her  portrait  to  be  taken  into  public-houses " 

"  No  more — do  not  say  any  more,  little  father," 
Kirski  said,  though  in  the  same  humble  way. 
■"  It  is  useless." 
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"  Useless ! " 

"  I  will  not  go  back  to  any  public-house — 
never." 

"  So  you  said  to  me  four  days  ago  !  "  Edwards 
answered. 

"  This  time  it  is  true,"  he  said,  though  he  did 
not  lift  his  bleared  eyes.  "  To-morrow  I  will 
take  back  the  portrait,  little  father ;  it  shall 
remain  with  me ;  in  my  room.  I  do  not  go  back 
to  any  public-house ;  I  shall  be  no  more  trouble." 
Then  he  said,  timidly  raising  his  eyes  :  "  Does 
she  weep — that  beautiful  one  ? " 

"  Yes,  no  doubt,"  said  Edwards,  hastily  and 
in  some  confusion.  "Is  it  not  natural  }  But  you 
must  not  say  a  word  about  it ;  it  is  a  secret  ; 
think  of  it,  and  what  one  has  to  suffer  in  this 
world ;  and  then  ask  yourself  if  you  will  add 
to  the  trouble  of  one  who  has  been  so  kind  to  you. 
Now  do  I  understand  you  aright  ?  Is  it  a  definite 
promise  this  time." 

"  This  time,  yes,  little  father.  You  will  have 
no  more  need  to  complain  of  me.  I  will  not  add 
to  any  one's  trouble.  To-morrow — no,  to-night, 
I  take  back  the  portrait ;  it  is  sacred  ;  I  will  not 
add  to  any  one's  trouble." 
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There  was  something  strange  about  the  man's 
manner ;  but  Edwards  put  it  down  to  the  effects 
of  drink  ;  and  was  chielly  concerned  in  impress- 
ino^  on  the  dazed  intelHirence  before  him  the 
responsibiHty  of  the  promises  he  had  given. 

"  To-morrow,  then,  at  nine  you  are  at  the 
shop." 

"  Assuredly,  if  you  wish  it,  Httle  father." 

"  Remember,  it  is  the  last  chance  your  master 
will  give  you.  He  is  very  kind  to  give  you  this 
chance.  To-morrow  you  begin  a  new  course  of 
conduct ;  and  when  the  young  lady  comes  back,  I 
will  tell  her  of  it." 

"  I  will  not  add  to  her  troubles,  little  father ; 
you  may  be  sure  of  it  this  time." 

When  he  had  gone,  Brand  turned  to  his 
companion.  He  still  held  that  letter  in  his  hands. 
His  face,  that  had  grown  somewhat  haggard  of 
late,  was  even  paler  than  usual. 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  feel  very  glad, 
Edwards,"  he  said.  "  This  is  a  reprieve,  don't 
)ou  see,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned.  And  yet  I 
can't  realize  it ;  I  don't  seem  to  care  about  it ; 
all  the  bitterness  was  over " 

"  You  are  too  bewildered  yet,  Brand — no 
wonder." 
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"If  only  the  girl  and  her  mother  were  over 
here,"  he  said  ;  and  then  he  added,  with  a  quick 
instinct  of  fear :  "  What  will  she  say  to  me  ? 
When  she  appealed  to  the  Council,  surely  she 
could  not  have  imagined  that  the  result  would  be 
her  father's  death.  But  now  that  she  finds  it  so 
— when  she  finds  that,  in  order  to  rescue  me,  she 
has  sacrificed  him " 

He  could  not  complete  the  sentence. 

"But  he  has  richly  deserved  it,"  said  Edwards. 

"  That  is  not  what  she  will  look  to,"  he  said. 
"  Edwards,"  he  added,  presently,  "  I  am  going 
home  now.  This  place  stifles  me.  I  hate  the 
look  of  it.  That  table  is  where  they  played  their 
little  sleiofht-of-hand  business ;  and  oh  !  the 
bravery  of  the  one,  and  the  indifference  of  the 
other,  and  Lind's  solemn  exposition  of  duty  and 
obedience  and  all  the  rest  of  it !  Well,  what  will 
be  the  result  when  this  pretty  story  becomes 
known  ?  Rascality  among  the  very  foremost 
officers  of  the  Society  :  what  are  all  those  people 
who  have  recently  joined  us,  who  are  thinking 
of  joining  us,  likely  to  say  ?  Are  these  your 
High  Priests  ?  Are  these  the  apostles  of  self- 
sacrifice,  and  all  the  virtues  ? " 
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"  It  is  bad  enough  ;  but  not  irreparable, "  said 
Edwards,  calmly.  "  If  a  member  here  or  there 
falls  out,  the  association  remains  ;  if  one  of  its 
high  officers  betrays  his  trust,  you  see  how  swift 
and  terrible  the  punishment  is." 

"  I  do  not,"  said  Brand.  "  I  see  that  the 
paper  decree  is  swift  enough ;  but  what  about 
the  execution  of  it.  Have  the  Council  a  body 
of  executioners  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Edwards, 
simply.  "  But  I  know  that  when  I  was  in 
Naples  with  Calabressa,  I  heard  of  the  fate  of 
several  against  whom  decrees  had  been  pro- 
nounced. And  I  know  that  in  every  instance 
they  anticipated  their  own  fate ;  the  horror  of 
being  continually  on  the  watch  was  too  much  for 
them.  You  may  depend  on  it,  that  is  what  Lind 
will  do.  He  is  a  proud  man.  He  will  not  go 
slinking  about,  afraid  at  every  street-corner  of  the 
knife  of  the  Little  Chaffinch  or  some  other  of 
those  Camorra  fellows " 

"  Edwards,"  said  Brand,  hastily,  "  there  is  a 
taint  of  blood — of  treachery — about  this  whole 
affair  that  sickens  me.  It  terrifies  me  when  I 
think  of   what   lies    ahead.      I  —  I    think    I    have 
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already  tasted  death ;  and  the  taste  is  still  bitter 
in  the  mouth.      I  must  get  into  the  fresh  air." 

Edwards  got  his  coat  and  hat  and  followed. 
He  saw  that  his  companion  was  strangely  excited. 

"If  all  this  work — if  all  we  have  been  looking 
forward  to — were  to  turn  out  to  be  a  delusion," 
Brand  said,  hurriedly,  when  they  had  got  into 
the  dark  clear  night  outside,  "that  would  be 
worse  than  the  suicide  of  Ferdinand  Lind  or 
the  disappearance  of  Beratinsky.  If  this  is  to 
be  the  end — if  these  are  our  companions " 

"  But  how  can  you  suggest  such  a  thing  ? " 
Edwards  protested.  "  Your  imagination  is  filled 
with  blackness,  Brand.  You  are  disturbed ; 
shocked  ;  afraid.    Why,  who  are  your  colleagues  } 

What  do  you  think  of "     Here  he  mentioned 

a  whole  string  of  names,  some  of  them  those  of 
well-known  Englishmen.  "  Do  you  accuse  them 
of  treachery  ?  Have  you  not  perfect  confidence 
in  them  ?  Have  they  not  perfect  confidence  in 
the  work  we  are  all  pledged  to  ?  " 

But  he  could  not  shake  off  this  horrible  feeling. 
He  wished  to  be  alone,  to  fight  with  it ;  he  did 
not  even  think  of  going  to  Lord  Evelyn  ;  per- 
haps it  was  now  too  late.     Shortly  afterwards  he 
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bade  Edwards  good  night ;  and  made  his  way  to 
his  rooms  at  the  foot  of  Buckingham  Street, 

Waters  had  left  the  lights  low ;  he  did  not 
turn  them  up.  Outside  lay  the  black  night- 
world  of  London,  hushed  and  silent,  with  its 
thousand  golden  points  of  fire.  He  was  glad  to 
be  alone. 

And  yet  an  unknown  feeling  of  dread  was 
upon  him.  It  seemed  as  if  now  for  the  first  time 
he  realized  what  a  terrible  destiny  had  nearly 
been  his  ;  and  that  his  escape,  so  far  from  render- 
ing him  joyful,  had  left  him  still  trembling  and 
horrified.  Hitherto  his  pride  had  conquered. 
Even  as  he  had  undertaken  that  duty,  it  was  his 
pride  that  had  kept  him  outwardly  calm  and 
indifferent.  He  would  not  show  fear,  he  would 
not  even  show  repugnance,  before  these  men. 
And  it  was  pride,  too,  that  had  taught  him  at 
length  and  successfully  to  crush  down  certain 
vague  rebellions  of  conscience.  He  would  not 
go  back  from  his  oath.  He  would  not  go  back 
from  the  promise  to  which  Natalie's  ring  bound 
him.  He  would  go  through  with  this  thing,  and 
bid  farewell  to  life ;  further  than  that  no  one 
could  have  demands  on  him. 
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But  the  sudden  release  from  this  dire  pressure 
of  will  left  his  nerves  somewhat  unstrung.  For 
the  mere  sake  of  companionship  he  would  like  to 
have  taken  Natalie's  hand,  to  have  heard  her 
voice ;  that  would  have  assured  him,  and  given 
him  courage.  He  knew  not  what  dangers  en- 
compassed her ;  what  agony  she  might  not  be 
suffering.  And  the  night  did  not  answer  these 
sudden,  wavering,  confused  questionings ;  the 
darkness  outside  was  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

Then  a  deeper  gloom,  almost  touching  de- 
spair, fell  upon  him.  He  saw  in  all  those  com- 
panions of  his  only  so  many  dupes ;  the  great 
hope  of  his  life  left  him ;  the  future  became 
blank.  He  began  to  persuade  himself  that  he 
had  only  toyed  with  that  new-found  faith  ;  that  it 
was  the  desperation  of  ennui,  not  a  true  hope, 
that  had  drawn  him  into  this  work  ;  that  hence- 
forth he  would  have  no  right  to  call  upon  others 
to  join  in  a  vain  undertaking.  If  such  things  as 
had  just  occurred  were  possible  in  this  organiza- 
tion with  all  its  lofty  aims  and  professions — if 
there  was  to  be  a  background  of  assassination  and 
conspiracy — why,  this  dream  must  go  as  others 
had  done.     Then  what  remained  to  him  in  life  } 
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He  almost  wished  he  had  been  allowed  to  go 
forward  to  this  climax  unknowing;  to  have  gone 
with  his  heart  still  filled  with  faith  ;  to  be  assured 
until  the  last  moment  that  Natalie  would  remem- 
ber how  he  had  fulfilled  his  promise  to  her. 

It  was  a  dark  night  for  him,  within  and  with- 
out. But  as  he  sat  there  at  the  window,  or 
walked  up  and  down,  wrestling  with  these 
demons  of  doubt  and  despair,  a  dull  blue  light 
gradually  filled  the  sky  outside  ;  the  orange  stars 
on  the  bridges  grew  less  intense  ;  the  broad  river 
became  visible  in  the  dusk.  Then,  by-and-by, 
the  dull  blue  cleared  into  a  pale  steely-grey; 
and  the  forms  of  the  boats  could  be  made  out, 
anchored  in  the  stream  there ;  these  were  the 
first  indications  of  the  coming  dawn. 

Somehow  or  other  he  ceased  these  restless 
pacings  of  his,  and  was  attracted  to  the  window, 
though  he  gazed  but  absently  on  the  slow  change 
taking  place  outside — the  world-old  wonder  of  the 
new  day  rising  in  the  east.  Up  into  that  steely- 
grey  glides  a  soft  and  luminous  saffron-brown  ;  it 
spreads  and  widens  ;  against  it  the  far  dome  of 
St.  Paul's  becomes  a  beautiful  velvet-purple.  A 
planet,    that    had   been    golden    when   it  was  in 
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the  dusk  near  the  horizon,  has  now  sailed  up 
into  the  higher  heaven,  and  shines  a  clear  silver 
point.  And  now — listen! — ^the  hushed  and 
muffled  sounds  in  the  silence — the  great  city  is 
awakening  from  its  sleep — there  is  the  bark  of  a 
dog — the  rumble  of  a  cart  is  heard.  And  still 
that  saffron-red  spreads  and  kindles  in  the  east ; 
and  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's  is  richer  in  hue  than 
ever  ;  the  river,  between  the  black-grey  bridges, 
.shines  now  with  a  cold  light ;  and  the  gas-lamps 
have  grown  pale.  And  then  the  final  flood  of 
glory  wells  up  in  the  eastern  skies ;  and  all 
around  him  the  higher  buildings  catch  here  and 
there    a    swift    grolden    orleam :     the    sunrise    is 

o  o 

declared  ;  there  is  a  new  day  born  for  the  sons 
and  the  daughters  of  men. 

The  night  had  fled  ;  and  with  it  the  hideous 
phantoms  of  the  night.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
he  had  escaped  from  the  grave ;  and  that  he 
was  only  now  shaking  off  the  horror  of  it. 
Look  at  the  beautiful,  clear  colours  without ; 
listen  to  the  hum  of  the  city  awakening  to  all 
its  cheerful  activities  ;  the  new  day  has  brought 
with  it  new  desires,  new  hopes.  He  threw  open 
the   windows  ;    the    morning   air   was   cold    and 
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sweet.  The  sparrows  were  beginning  to  chirp 
in  the  garden-plots  below.  Surely  that  black 
night  was  over  and  gone. 

If  only  he  could  see  Natalie — for  one  moment 
— to  assure  her  that  he  had  succumbed,  but  once, 
and  for  the  last  time,  to  despair.  It  was  a  con- 
fession he  was  bound  to  make ;  it  would  not 
lessen  her  trust  in  him.  For  now  all  through 
his  soul  a  sweet  clear  voice  was  rinorine ;  it 
was  the  song  the  sunrise  had  brought  him  : 
it  was  the  voice  of  Natalie  herself,  with  all  its 
proud  pathos  and  fervour,  as  he  had  heard  it  in 
the  olden  days : 

"  A  Utile  time  we  gain  from  time 
To  set  our  seasons  in  some  chime, 

For  harsh  or  sweet  or  loud  or  low, 

With  seasons  played  out  long  ago 
And  souls  that  in  their  time  and  prime 

Took  part  toith  summer  or  7c>ith  snow, 
Lived  abject  lives  out  or  sublime, 

And  had  their  chance  of  seed  to  sow 
For  service  or  disservice  done 
To  those  days  dead  and  this  their  son. 

"  A  little  time  that  7C'c  may  fill 
Or  with  such  good  works  or  such  ill 
As  loose  the  bonds  or  make  them  strong 
Wherein  all  manhood  suffers  wrong. 
By  rose-hung  river  and  light  foot  rill 
There  are  ivho  rest  not ;  who  think  long 
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Till  they  discern  as  from  a  hill 

At  the  Sim's  hour  of  morning  song, 
Known  of  souls  only,  and  those  souls  free, 
The  sacred  spaces  of  the  sea." 

Surely  it  was  still  for  him  and  her  together  to 
stand  on  some  such  height,  hand  in  hand,  and 
watch  the  sunrise  come  over  the  sea  and  the 
awakening  world.  They  would  forget  the  phan- 
toms of  the  night ;  and  the  traitors  gone  down 
to  Erebus ;  perhaps,  for  this  new  life  together, 
they  might  seek  a  new  clime.  There  was  work 
for  them  still ;  and  faith,  and  hope,  and  the 
constant  assurance  of  love ;  the  future  might 
perchance  be  all  the  more  beautiful  because  of 
these   dark  perils   of  the  past. 

As  he  lay  thus  communing  with  himself,  the 
light  shining  in  on  his  haggard  face.  Waters  came 
into  the  room,  and  was  greatly  concerned  to 
find  that,  not  only  had  his  master  not  been 
to  bed,  but  that  the  supper  left  out  for  him  the 
night  before  had  not  been  touched.  Brand  rose, 
without  betraying  any  impatience  over  his 
attendant's  pertinacious  enquiries  and  remon- 
strances. He  went  and  got  writing  materials, 
and  wrote  as  follows  : — 
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"  Dear  Evelyn, 

"If  you  could  go  over  to  Naples  for 
me — at  once — I  would  take  it  as  a  great 
favour.  I  cannot  go  myself.  Whether  or  not, 
come  to  see  me  at  Lisle  Street,  to-day,  by 
twelve.      Yours, 

"G.  B." 

"Take  this  to  Lord  Evelyn,  Waters;  and 
if  he  is  up  get  an  answer." 

"  But  your  breakfast,  sir.     God  bless  me " 

"  Never  mind  breakfast.  I  am  oroinq-  to  lie 
down  for  an  hour  or  two  now  ;  I  have  had  some 
business  to  think  over.  Let  me  have  some 
breakfast  about  eleven — when  I  ring." 

"  Very  well,  sir." 

That  was  his  phrase — he  had  had  some 
business  to  think  over.  But  it  seemed  to  him, 
as  he  went  into  the  adjacent  room,  that  that 
night  he  had  passed  through  worse  than  the 
bitterness  of  death. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

CONGRATULATIONS. 

The  Secretary  Granaglia,  the  business  of  the 
Council  being  over,  carried  the  news  to  Von 
Zoesch.  It  was  almost  dark  when  he  made  his 
way  up  the  steep  little  terraces  in  the  garden  of 
the  villa  at  Posilipo.  He  found  the  tall  General 
seated  at  the  entrance  to  the  grotto-like  retreat, 
smoking  a  cigar  in  the  dusk. 

"  You  are  late,  Granaglia,"  he  said. 

"  I  had  some  difficulty  in  coming  here,"  said 
the  little  man  with  the  sallow  face  and  the  tired 
eyes.  "  The  police  are  busy ;  or  pretending  to 
be.  The  Commendatore  tells  me  that  Zaccatelli 
has  been  stirring  them  up." 

"  Zaccatelli ! "  said  Von  Zoesch,  with  a  little 
laugh.  "  It  will  soon  be  time  now  for  Zaccatelli 
to  come  down  from  his  perch.  Well,  now,  what 
is  the  result  ?  " 
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Granaglia  briefly  recounted  what  had  occurred : 
the  other  manifested  no  surprise. 

"  So  this  is  the  end  of  the  Lind  episode,"  he 
said,  thoughtfully.  "It  is  a  pity  that  so  able  a 
man  should  be  thrown  away.  He  has  worked 
well  ;  I  know  of  no  one  who  will  fill  his  place  ; 
but  that  must  be  seen  to  at  once,  Granaglia. 
How  long  have  they  given  him  ?  " 

"  A  month,  your  Excellency.  He  wishes  to 
go  back  to  England,  to  put  his  affairs  in  order. 
He  has  a  firm  nerve." 

"  He  was  a  good-looking  man  when  he  was 
young,"  said  Von  Zoesch,  apparently  to  himself. 
Then  he  added :  "  This  Beratinsky,  to  whom  the 
Zaccatelli  affair  has  been  transferred  :  what  do 
you  think  of  him  ?  There  must  be  no  bungling, 
Granaglia.  What  do  you  think  of  him  :  is  he  to 
be  trusted  ? " 

"  Your  Excellency,  if  I  were  to  give  you  my 
own  impression,  I  should  say  not  in  the  least. 
He  accepts  this  service — why  ?  Because  he  is 
otherwise  lost  for  certain  ;  and  here  is  a  cliance. 
It  is  perhaps  better  than  nothing.  But  he  does  not 
go  forward  with  any  conviction  of  dut)-  :  what  is 
he  thinking  but  of  his  chance  of  running  away  ? '' 

3.— XIV.  (J 
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"  And  perhaps  running  away  beforehand,  for 
example  ? " 

"  Oh  no,  your  Excellency ;  at  least,  that  has 
been  provided  for.  Caprone  and  the  brother  of 
Caprone  will  wait  upon  him  until  the  thing  is 
over ;  and  what  is  more  he  will  receive  a  hint 
that  these  two  humble  attendants  of  his  are  keep- 
ing an  eye  on  him." 

"  Caprone  dare  not  go  to  Rome  ?  " 

"  He  is  ready  to  go  anywhere.  They  might 
as  well  try  to  lay  hands  on  a  ghost." 

Von  Zoesch  rose,  and  stretched  his  huge 
frame,  and  yawned. 

"  So  this  is  the  end  of  the  episode  Lind,"  he 
said,  idly.  "  It  is  a  pity.  But  if  a  man  plays  a 
risky  game,  and  loses,  he  must  pay.  Perhaps 
the  warningwill  be  wholesome,  Granaglia.  Our 
friends  must  understand  that  our  laws  are  not 
laid  down  for  nothing ;  and  that  we  are  not  afraid 
to  punish  offenders  even  if  these  be  among  our- 
selves. I  suppose  there  is  nothing  further  to  be 
done  to-night  ?  " 

"  I  would  ask  your  Excellency  to  remain  here 
for  a  little  time  yet,"  said  the  Secretary. 

"  Are  they  coming  so  near  ?     We  must  get 


CONGRATULATIONS.  227 

Calabrcssa  to  procure  some  of  them  a  dozen  or 

two  on  board  the  schooner.      However " 

He  sat  down  again,  and  Ht  another  cigar. 
"  We  must  pay  Calabressa  a  compliment, 
GranagHa  ;  it  was  well  done  ;  very  clever  ;  it  has 
all  turned  out  just  as  he  imagined  ;  it  is  not  the 
first  time  he  has  done  us  good  service,  with  all  his 
volubility.  Oh  yes  ;  the  rascal  knows  when  to 
hold  his  tongue.  At  this  moment,  for  example, 
he  refuses  to  open  his  lips." 

"  Pardon,    your    Excellency ;    but    I    do    not 
understand  you." 

The  General  laughed  a  little,  and  continued 
talking — it  was  one  way  of  passing  the  time. 

"It  is  a  good  joke  enough.  The  wily  old 
Calabressa  saw  pretty  clearly  what  the  decision 
of  the  Council  would  be  ;  and  so  he  comes  to  me 
and  entreats  me  to  be  the  bearer  of  the  news  to 
Madame  Lind  and  her  daughter.  Oh  yes  ;  it  is 
good  news,  this  deliverance  of  the  Englishman  ; 
INTadame  Lind  is  an  old  friend  of  mine  ;  she  and 
her  daughter  will  be  grateful.  But  you  perceive, 
Granaglia,  that  what  the  cunning  old  dog  was 
determined  to  avoid  was  the  reporting  to  Madame 
Lind    that    her    husband    had    been    sentenced. 


2  28  SUNRISE. 

That  was  no  part   of   the   original    programme. 
And  now  Calabressa  holds  his   mouth  shut ;   he 
keeps  out  of  the  way ;  it  is  left  for  me  to  go  and 
Inform  the  mother  and  daughter." 
His  voice  became  more  serious. 
"  The  devil  take  it,  it  is  no  pleasant  task  at 
all.     One  is  never  sure  how  the  brain  of  a  woman 
will    work  :    you    start   the   engine ;    but   it   may 
plunge    back    the    wrong    way,    and   strike   you. 
Calabressa  is  afraid.     The  fox  is  hiding  in  some 
hole  until  it  is  all  over." 

"  Cannot  I  be  of  service,  your  Excellency  ?  " 
the  Secretary  said. 

"  No,  no ;  but  I  thank  you,  friend  Granaglia. 
It  is  a  delicate  matter;  it  must  be  approached 
with  circumspection  ;  and  I,  as  an  old  acquaint- 
ance of  Madame  Lind,  ought  not  to  shirk  the 
duty." 

Apparently,   it  was  not  Calabressa  only  who 

had  some  dread  of  the  difficulties  of  news-bearer. 

"  It  is  impossible  for  your  Excellency  to  go 

near  the   hotel,  at    present,"   said  the   Secretary, 

promptly. 

But  his  chief   refused  to    accept   this   offered 
means  of  escape. 
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"  That  is  true  ;  but  it  is  not  a  difficulty.  To- 
night, friend  Granagha,  you  will  send  a  message 
to  the  hotel,  bidding  them  be  at  the  Villa 
Odelscalchi  to-morrow  morning  at  eleven  ;  you 
understand  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  your  Excellency." 

"  Then  I  will  meet  them  ;  and  take  the  risk. 
Everything  must  be  settled  off  at  once  ;  we  have 
wasted  too  much  time  over  this  affair,  Granaglia. 
When  does  the  Genoa  Council  meet  }  " 

"  On  the  seventh." 

"  To-morrow  you  must  issue  the  summonses. 
Come,  Granaglia,  let  us  be  stirring ;  it  is  cold. 
Where  does  Brother  Conventz  sleep  to-night  }  " 

"  On  board  the  schooner,  your  Excellency." 

"  I  also.  To-morrow,  at  eleven,  you  will  be 
at  Portici ;  to-nisfht  vou  will  send  the  messao:e 
to  the  two  ladies  at  the  hotel ;  and  also,  if  you 
can,  find  out  where  that  rogue  Calabressa  is 
hiding." 

That  was  the  last  of  their  talking.  There 
was  some  locking  up  inside ;  then  they  passed 
down  through  the  dark  garden,  and  out  into  the 
road.  There  was  no  one  visible.  They  walked 
on  in  silence. 
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Punctually  at  eleven  the  next  morning,  Natalie 
and  her  mother  appeared  at  the  iron  gates  of 
the  Villa  Odelscalchi ;  and  rang  the  bell.  The 
porter  appeared,  admitted  them,  and  then  turned 
to  the  great  white  staircase,  which  Granaglia  was 
at  that  moment  seen  to  be  descendinsf. 

"  Will  the  ladies  have  the  goodness  to  step 
into  the  garden  ?  "  said  the  Secretary,  with  grave 
courtesy.  "  General  von  Zoesch  will  be  with 
them  directly." 

He  accompanied  them  as  far  as  the  top  of  the 
terrace  ;  and  then  bowed,  and  withdrew. 

If  Natalie  Lind  was  agitated  now,  it  was  not 
with  fear.  There  was  a  fresh  animation  of  colour 
in  her  cheek  ;  her  eyes  were  brilliant  and  excited  ; 
she  spoke  in  low,  eager  whispers. 

"  Oh,  I  know  what  he  is  coming  to  tell  us, 
mother — you  need  not  be  afraid — I  shall  see  it 
in  his  face  before  he  comes  near — I  think  I  shall 
be  able  to  hear  it  in  the  sound  of  his  steps. 
Have  courage,  mother:  why  do  you  tremble 
so  ?  Remember  what  Calabressa  said.  They 
are  so  powerful;  they  can  do  everything;  and 
you  and  the  General  von  Zoesch  old  friends  too. 
Look  at  this,  mother :  do  you  see  what  I  have 
brought  with  me  ? " 
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She  opened  her  purse — her  fin<^ers  were 
certainly  a  httle  nervous — and  showed  her  mother 
a  folded-up  telegraph-form. 

"  I  am  going  to  telegraph  to  him,  mother  ; 
surely  it  is  from  me  he  should  hear  the  news 
first  ?  And  then  he  might  come  here,  mother,  to 
go  back  with  us  ;  you  will  rest  a  few  days  after 
so  much  anxiety." 

*'  I  hope,  my  darling,  it  will  all  turn  out  well," 
said  the  mother,  turning  quickly  as  she  heard 
footsteps. 

The  next  second  Von  Zoesch  appeared ;  his 
face  red  with  embarrassment;  but  still  Natalie 
with  her  first  swift  glance  saw  that  his  eyes  were 
smiling  and  friendly,  and  her  heart  leapt  up  with 
a  bound. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  said  he,  taking  her 
hand,  "  forgive  me  for  making  such  a  peremptory 
appointment " 

"But  you  bring  good  news,"  she  said,  breath- 
essly.  *'  Oh,  sir,  I  can  see  that  you  have  suc- 
ceeded— yes,   yes — the  danger    is   removed — you 

have  saved  him " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  said  he,  smiling,  but 
still  greatly  embarrassed,  "  it  is  my  good  fortune 
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to  be  able  to  congratulate  you.  Ah,  I  thought 
that  would  bring  some  brightness  to  your 
eyes " 

She  raised  his  hand,  and  kissed  it  twice, 
passionately. 

"  Mother,"  she  said,  in  a  wild,  joyful  way, 
"  will  you  not  thank  him  for  me  ?  I  do  not  know 
what  I  am  saying — and  then " 

The  General  had  turned  to  her  mother. 
Natalie  quickly  took  out  the  telegraph-form, 
unfolded  it,  knelt  down  and  put  it  on  the  garden- 
seat,  and  with  trembling  fingers  wrote  her 
message.  "  You  are  saved.  Come  to  ns  at  once  ; 
my  mother'-  and  I  wait  here  for  yon. " — that  was 
the  substance  of  it.  Then  she  rose  ;  and  for  a 
second  or  two  stood  irresolute,  silent,  and  shame- 
faced. Happily  no  one  had  noticed  her.  These 
two  had  gone  forward  ;  and  were  talking  together 
in  a  low  voice.  She  did  not  join  them  ;  she  could 
not  have  spoken  then,  her  heart  was  throbbing  so 
violently  with  its  newly  found  joy. 

"Stefan,"  said  the  mother,  and  there  was  a 
pleasant  light  in  her  sad  eyes  too,  "  I  shall  never 
forget  the  gratitude  we  owe  you.  I  have  nothing 
else  to  regard  now  but  my  child's  happiness. 
You  have  saved  her  life  to  her." 
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"Yes,  yes,"  he  said,  in  stammering  haste, 
"I  am  glad  the  child  is  happ)'.  It  would  be  a 
pity,  at  her  time  of  life,  and  such  a  beautiful, 
brave  young  lady — yes,  it  would  be  a  pity  if  she 
were  to  suffer — I  am  very  glad.  But  there  is 
another  side  to  the  question,  Natalie.  It  refers 
to  you.  I  have  not  such  good  news  for  you 
that  is,  it  depends  on  how  you  take  it — but 
it  is  not  good  news — it  will  trouble  you — only, 
it  was  inevitable " 

*•  What  do  )-ou  mean  ?  "  she  said,  calmly. 

"  Your  husband "  he  said,  regarding  her 

somewhat  anxiously. 

"  Yes  ? "  she  said,  without  betraying  an)- 
emotion. 

"  Well,  )0U  understand,  we  had  not  the  power 
to  release  your  English  friend  unless  there  had 
been  injustice — or  worse — in  his  being  appointed. 
There  was.  More  than  that,  it  was  very  nearly 
a  repetition  of  the  old  story.  Your  husband 
was  again  implicated." 

She  merely  looked  at  him,  waiting  for  him 
to  continue. 

"  And  the  Council,"  he  said,  more  embarrassed 
than  ever,  "  had  to  tr)'  him  for  his  complicity. 
He  was  tried — and — condemned." 
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"  To  what  ?  "  she  said,  quite  calmly, 

"  You  must  know,  Natalie.  He  loses  his 
life." 

She   turned  very  pale. 

"It  was  not  so  before "  she  managed  to 

say,  though  her  breath  came  and  went  quickly. 

"  It  was.  But  then  he  was  pardoned.  This 
time  there  is  no  hope." 

She  stood  silent  for  a  second  or  two ;  then 
she  said,  regarding  him  with  a  sad  look — 

"  You  think  me  heartless,  Stefan.  You  think 
I  ought  to  be  overwhelmed  with  grief.  But — 
but  I  have  been  kept  from  my  child  for  seven- 
teen years.  I  have  lived  with  the  threat  of  the 
betrayal  of  my  father  hanging  over  me.  The 
affection  of  a  wife  cannot  endure  everything. 
Still,  I  am — sorry " 

Her  eyes  were  cast  down  ;  and  they  slowly 
filled  with  tears.  Von  Zoesch  breathed  more 
freely.  He  was  eagerly  explaining  to  her  how 
this  result  had  become  inevitable  ;  how  he  him- 
self had  had  no  participation  in  it ;  and  so  forth — 
when  Natalie  Lind  stepped  quickly  up  to  them, 
looking  from  the  one  to  the  other.  She  saw 
something  was  wrong. 
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"  Mother,  what  is  it  ? "  she  said,  in  vai^uc 
fear.  She  turned  to  Von  Zoesch.  "  Oh,  sir, 
if  there  is  something'  you  have  not  told  me — if 
there  is  trouble — why  was  it  not  to  me  that  you 
spoke  ?  " 

She  took  hold  of  her  mother's  hand. 

"  Mother,  what  is  it  .'* 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  said  Von  Zoesch, 
interposing,  "  you  know  that  life  is  made  up 
of  both  bitter  and  sweet " 

"  I  wish  to  know,  signore,"  she  said,  proudly, 
"  wdiat  it  is  you  have  told  my  mother.  If  there 
is  trouble,  it  is  for  her  daughter  to  share  it." 

"  Well,  then,  dear  young  lady,  I  will  tell  you," 
he  said,  "  though  it  will  grieve  you  also.  I  must 
explain  to  you.  You  cannot  suppose  that  the 
happy  news  I  delivered  to  you  was  the  result 
of  the  will  of  any  one  man,  or  number  of  men. 
No.  It  was  the  result  of  the  application  of  law 
and  justice.  Your — sweetheart,  shall  I  call  him  ? 
— was  entrusted  with  a  grave  duty,  which  would 
most  probably  have  cost  him  his  life.  In  the 
ordinary  way,  no  one  could  have  released  him 
from  it,  however  much  certain  friends  of  vours 
here    might    have    been     interested    in    )ou,   and 
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grieved  to  see  you  unhappy.  But  there  was 
this  possibility — it  was  even  a  probabihty — that 
he  had  been  selected  for  this  service  unfairly. 
Then,  no  doubt,  if  that  could  be  proved,  he 
ought  to  be  released." 

"  Yes — yes,"  she  said,  impatiently. 

"  That  was  proved.  Unfortunately,  I  have 
to  tell  you  that  among  those  convicted  of  this 
conspiracy  was  your  father.  Well,  the  laws  of 
our  association  are  strict — they  are  even  terrible 
where  a  delinquent  is  in  a  position  of  high 
responsibility.  My  dear  young  lady,  I  must 
tell  you  the  truth  ;  your  father  has  been  ad- 
judged guilty — and — and  the  punishment  is — 
death." 

She  uttered  a  quick,  short  cry  of  alarm  ;  and 
turned,  with  frightened  eyes,  to  her  mother. 

"  Mother,  is  it  true  ? — is  it  true  ?  " 

The  mother  did  not  answer ;  she  had  clasped 
her  trembling  hands.  Then  the  girl  turned ; 
there  was  a  proud  passion  in  her  voice. 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  tiger  is  there  amongst  you 
that  is  so  athirst  for  blood  !  You  save  one  man's 
life — after  intercession  and  prayer,  you  save  one 
man's  life,  only  to  seize  on  that  of  another.     And 
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it  is  to  mc,  it  is  to  me,  his  daug-hter,  that  you 
come — with  congratulations  !  I  am  only  a  child  ; 
I  am  to  be  pleased  ;  you  speak  of  a  sweetheart ; 
but  you  do  not  tell  me  that  you  are  about  to 
murder  my  father !  You  give  me  my  lover ; 
in  exchange  you  take  my  father's  life  :  is  there 
a  woman  in  all  the  world  so  despicable  as  to 
accept  her  happiness  at  such  a  cost  ? " 

Involuntarily  she  crushed  up  the  telegram  she 
held  in  her  hand  ;  and  threw  it  away  from  her. 

"  It   is  not   I,   at  all  events,"  she   exclaimed, 
"  Oh,   signore,  you  should  not  have  mocked   me 
with    your    congratulations.      That    is    not    the 
happiness  you  should  offer  to  a    daughter.      But 
)ou  have  not  killed  him  yet ;    there  is  time  ;  let 
things  be  as  they  were — that  is  what  my  sweet- 
heart, as  you  call  him,  will  say ;  he  and  I  are  not 
afraid  to  suffer.     Surely  rather  that  than  that  he 
should  marry  a  girl  so  heartless  and  cowardly  as 
to    purchase   her   happiness   at   the   cost   of  her 
father's  life !  " 

"My  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  witli  a  great 
pity  and  concern  in  his  face,  "  I  can  assure  you 
what  you  think  of  is  impossible.  What  is  done 
cannot  be  undone." 
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Her  proud  indignation  now  g-ave  way  to 
terror. 

"  Oh  no,  signore,  you  cannot  mean  that !  I 
cannot  believe  it.  You  have  saved  one  man — 
oh,  signore,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  this  other 
also  !  Have  pity !  How  can  I  live,  if  I  know 
that  I  have  killed  my  father !  " 

He  took  both  her  hands  in  his,  and  strove  to 
soothe  down  her  wild  terror  and  dismay.  He 
declared  to  her  she  had  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  no 
more  than  himself ;  that  her  father  had  been  tried 
by  his  colleagues ;  that,  if  he  had  not  been,  a 
fearful  act  of  treachery  would  have  been  com- 
mitted. She  listened,  or  appeared  to  listen  ;  but 
her  lips  were  pale ;  her  eyes  had  a  strange  look 
in  them  ;  she  was  breathless. 

"  Calabressa  said  they  were  all-powerful,"  she 
Interrupted  suddenly.  "  But  they  are  all-power- 
ful to  slay  only  ?  Oh  no,  I  cannot  believe  it ! 
I  will  go  to  them  ;  it  cannot  be  too  late ;  I  will 
say  to  them  that  I  would  rather  have  died  than 
have  appealed  to  them,  if  I  had  known  that  this 
was  to  be  the  terrible  result.  And  Calabressa — 
why  did  he  rjot  warn  me  ?  Or  is  he  one  of  the 
bloodthirsty    ones   also — one    of   the   tigers   that 
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crouch  in  the  dark  ?  Oh,  signorc,  if  they  are  all- 
powerful,  they  are  all-powerful  to  pardon — may  I 
not  go  to  themselves ? " 

"  It  would  be  useless,  my  dear  signorina,"  said 
Von  Zoesch,  with  deep  compassion  in  his  voice. 
"  I  am  sorry  to  grieve  you  ;  but  justice  has  been 
done  ;  and  the  decision  is  past  recall.  And  do 
not  blame  poor  old  Calabressa " 

At  this  moment  the  bell  of  the  outer  gate 
rang,  echoing  through  the  empty  house,  and  he 
started  somewhat. 

"Come,  child,"  said  her  mother.  "  We  have 
taken  up  too  much  of  your  time,  Stefan.  I  wish 
there  had  been  no  drawback  to  your  good  news." 

"  At  the  present  moment,"  he  said,  glancing 
somewhat  anxiously  towards  the  building,  "  I 
cannot  ask  you  to  stay,  Natalie.  But  on  some 
other  occasion,  and  as  soon  as  you  please,  I  will 
give  you  any  information  you  may  wish.  Re- 
member, you  have  good  friends  here." 

Natalie  suffered  herself  to  be  led  away.  She 
seemed  too  horror-stricken  to  be  able  to  speak. 
Von  Zoesch  accompanied  them  only  to  the 
terrace  ;  and  there  bade  them  good-bye.  Gra- 
naglia  was  waiting  to  show  them  to  the  gate.     A 
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few  moments  afterwards  they  were  in  their  car- 
riage, returning  to  Naples. 

They  sat  silent  for  some  time  ;  the  mother 
regarding  her  daughter  anxiously. 

"  Natalushka,  what  are  you  thinking  of  ?  " 

The  girl  started  :  her  eyes  were  filled  with  a 
haunting  fear,  as  if  she  had  just  seen  some 
terrible  thing.  And  yet  she  spoke  slowly,  and 
sadly,  and  wistfully : 

"  I  was  thinking,  mother,  that  perhaps  it  was 
not  so  hard  to  be  condemned  to  die  ;  for  then 
there  would  come  an  end  to  one's  suffering.  And 
I  was  wondering  whether  there  had  been  many 
women  in  the  world  who  had  to  accuse  them- 
selves of  taking  a  part  in  bringing  about  their 
own  father's  death.  Oh,  I  hope  not — I  hope 
not ! " 

A  second  afterwards  she  added,  with  more 
than  the  bitterness  of  tears  in  her  trembling 
voice,  "  And — and  I  was  thinking  of  General 
Von  Zoesch's  congratulations,  mother," 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

A    COMMISSION. 

Lord  Evelyn  obeyed  his  friend's  summons  in 
considerable  anxiety,  if  not  even  alarm  ;  for  he 
made  no  doubt  that  it  had  some  connection  with 
that  mysterious  undertaking  to  which  Brand  was 
pledged.  But  when  he  reached  Lisle  Street, 
and  was  shown  into  the  larger  roum,  no  very 
serious  business  seemed  going  forward.  Two 
or  three  of  the  best-known  to  him  among  the 
English  members  of  the  Society  were  present, 
grouped  round  a  certain  Irish  M.P.,  who,  with 
twinkling  eyes  but  otherwise  grave  face,  was 
describing  the  makeshifts  of  some  provincial 
manager  or  other  who  could  not  pay  his  company 
their  weekly  salary.  To  the  further  surprise  of 
the  new-comer,  also,  Mr.  Lind  was  absent;  his 
chair  was  occupied  by  Gathorne  Edwards. 

.^.— XIV.  R 
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He  was  asked  to  go  into  an  inner  room ;  and 
there  he  found  Brand,  looking  much  more  Hke 
himself  than  he  had  done  for  some  time  back, 

"  It  is  awfully  kind  of  you,  Evelyn,  to  come  at 
once.  I  heard  you  had  returned  to  town  yester- 
day. Well,  what  of  the  old  people  down  in 
Wiltshire  ?  " 

Lord  Evelyn  was  quite  thrown  off  his  guard 
by  this  frank  cheerfulness.  He  forgot  the  uneasy 
forebodings  with  which  he  had  left  his  house. 

"  Oh,  capital  old  people  !  "  he  said,  putting  his 
hat  and  umbrella  on  the  table.  "Excellent.  But 
you  see.  Brand,  it  becomes  a  serious  question  if  I 
have  to  bury  myself  in  the  country,  and  drink 
port-wine  after  dinner,  and  listen  to  full-blown, 
full-fed  glorious  old  Tories,  every  time  a  sister 
of  mine  gets  engaged  to  be  married.  And  now 
that  Rosalys  has  begun  it,  they'll  all  take  to 
it ;  one  after  the  other,  like  sheep  jumping  a 
ditch." 

"  They  say  Milbanke  is  a  very  nice  young 
fellow,"  said  Brand. 

"  Petted,  a  little.  But  then,  an  only  son,  and 
heaps  of  money  :  perhaps  it's  natural.  I  know 
he  is  a  ghastly  hypocrite,"  added  Lord  Evelyn, 
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who  seemed  to  have  some  httle  grudge  against 
his  brother-in-law  in  prospect.  "It  was  too  bad 
of  him  to  cfo  ecTirinsf  on  those  old  me</atheria  to 
talk  politics,  until  they  were  red  in  the  face, 
denouncing  Free  Trade,  and  abusing  the  Ballot, 
and  foretellincf  the  ruin  of  the  farmer  as  soon  as 
the  Education  Act  began  to  work.  Then  he  pre- 
tended to  be  on  their  side " 

"  What  did  you  do  ?  " 

"  I  sat  quiet.  I  was  afraid  I  might  be  eaten. 
I  relapsed  into  contemplation ;  and  began  to 
compose  a  volume  on  *  Tory  Types  :  Some  Sur- 
vivals in  English  Politics.  For  the  Information 
of  Town  Readers.'  " 

"  Well,  now  you  have  done  your  duty,  and 
cemented  the  alliance  between  the  two  families — 
by  drinking  port-wine,  I  suppose — what  do  you 
say  to  a  little  pleasure-trip  ? " 

"  Oh,  is  that  all  }  "  he  said,  looking  up  quickly. 
"Is  that  what  your  note  meant  ?  " 

"  The  fact  is,  Evelyn,"  he  said,  with  a  trille  of 
embarrassment,  "  Natalie  and  her  mother  are  in 
Naples — and  I  don't  know  precisely  in  what  cir- 
cumstances. I  am  a  little  anxious  about  them — 
I  should  like  to  know  more  of  their  surroundings 
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— why,  for  one  thing,  I  don't  know  whether 
they  have  any  money  even.  I  would  go  over 
myself,  Evelyn;  but  the  truth  Is,  I  cannot — not 
very  well.  At  least,  I  ought  not  to  go  ;  and  I 
thought,  if  you  had  time — being  an  old  friend  of 
Natalie's — you  would  like  to  see  that  she  was  all 

right " 

"  Where  is  Lind } "  said  Lord  Evelyn,  sud- 
denly. 

"  Lind  is  in  Italy  also,"  said  Brand,  eva- 
sively. 

"  Not  with  them  ?  " 
"  Oh  no." 

There  was  rather  an  awkward  silence.  At 
length  Brand  said — 

*'  Something  very  serious  has  happened, 
Evelyn ;  and  the  question  is  whether,  in  the 
interests  of  the  Society,  it  should  not  be  kept  a 
secret,  if  it  is  possible." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  know  any  secret,"  Lord 
Evelyn  said,  simply.  "  I  am  willing  to  go  over  to 
Naples  at  once,  if  I  can  be  of  any  service." 

"  It  is  very  kind  of  you  ;  I  thought  you  would 
say  as  much,"  Brand  said — still  hesitating.  "  But 
then    I    doubt   whether   you    could   be  of  much 
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service  unless  you  understood  the  whole  situation 

of  affairs.     At  present  only  two  over  here  know 

what   has    occurred — Edwards   and   myself.  .  .  . 

Yes ;    I   think  you  must  know  also.     Read  this 

letter  ;  it  came  only  last  night." 

He   unlocked  a   drawer ;    took   out   a   letter, 

and  gave  it  to  Lord  Evelyn,  who  read  it  slowly. 

When  he  had  finished,   he  put  it   on  the  table, 

without  a  word. 

''  You  understand  ? "  Brand  said,  calmly. 
"  That  means  that  Lind  is  to  be  punished  with 
death,  for  treachery.  Don't  think  about  me  ;  Fvc 
had  a  narrow  escape ;  but  I  have  escaped — 
thanks  to  Natalie's  courage  and  decision.  What 
I  am  concerned  about  is  the  effect  that  such  a 
disclosure  might  have  on  the  fortunes  of  the 
Society.  Would  it  not  provoke  a  widespread 
feeling  of  distrust  ?     Wouldn't  there  always  be  a 

suspicion }  " 

"  But  you  yourself,  Brand ! "  Evelyn  ex- 
claimed, in  amazement.  "Why,  you — I  thought 
you  would  have  been   the  first  to   resign — after 

such  an  escape " 

"  I  have  fought  all  through  that,  Evelyn,"  he 
said,  absently.     "  It  was  my  first  impulse — I  con- 
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fess  it.  The  thought  of  being  associated  with 
such  men  sickened  me  ;  I  despaired  ;  I  wished 
they  had  never  been  found  out  ;  and  that  I  had 
been  let  bhndly  go  on  to  the  end.  Well,  I  got 
over  the  fit — with  a  struggle.  It  was  not  reason- 
able, after  all.  Surely  one's  belief  in  the  future  of 
the  Society  ought  to  be  all  the  firmer  that  these 
black  sheep  have  been  thrust  out  ?  As  for 
myself,  at  all  events,  I  ought  to  have  more  hope, 
not  less.  I  never  did  trust  Lind,  as  you  know ; 
I  believed  in  his  work,  in  the  usefulness  of  it,  and 
the  prospects  of  its  success ;  but  I  never  was  at 
ease  in  his  presence ;  I  was  glad  to  get  away  to 
my  own  work  in  the  north.  And  now,  with  the 
way  clearer,  why  should  one  think  of  giving  up  ? 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  Evelyn,  I  would  give  any- 
thing to  be  in  America  at  the  present  moment,  if 
only  Natalie  and  her  mother  were  in  safety. 
There  is  a  chance  for  us  there  bigger  than  any- 
thing Lind  ever  dreamed  about.  You  know  the 
Granges — the  associations  of  the  '  Patrons  of 
Husbandry,'  that  were  founded  by  the  Scotchman 
Saunders  ?  It  is  an  immense  social  organization  ; 
the  success  of  it  has  been  quite  unprecedented  ; 
they   have   an    immense    power   in   their   hands 
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And  it  isn't  only  agriculture  they  deal  with  ;  they 
touch  on  politics  here  and  there  ;  they  control 
elections  ;  and  the  men  they  choose  are  invariably 
men  of  integrity.  Well,  now,  don't  you  see  this 
splendid  instrument  ready  made  ?  From  what  I 
hear  from  Philadelphia " 

Lord  Evelyn's  thoughts  were  elsewhere  than 
in  Philadelphia. 

"  You  must  tell  me  about  yourself,  Brand  !  "  he 
exclaimed.  "  Your  life  is  no  longer  in  danger, 
then  ?     How  has  it  happened  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Brand,  somewhat  carelessly,  "  I 
don't  know  all  the  particulars  as  yet.  What 
I  do  know  is  that  Natalie  and  her  mother  dis- 
appeared from  London  ;  I  had  no  idea  whither 
they  had  gone.  Then  Calabressa  turned  up  ;  and 
I  heard  that  Natalie  had  appealed  to  the  Council 
— fancy,  she,  a  young  girl,  had  the  courage 
to  go  and  appeal  to  the  Council !  Then  Cala- 
bressa suspected  something — I  saw  by  his  ques- 
tions ;  then  Lind,  Beratinsky,  and  Reitzei  appear 
to  have  been  summoned  to  Naples.  The  result 
is  in  that  letter ;  that  is  about  all  I  know." 

"  And  these  others  in  there  .'* "  said  Lord 
Evelyn,  glancing  to  the  door. 
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"  They  know  nothing  at  all.     That  is  what 
I  am  uncertain  about.     Whether  to  leave  the  dis- 
appearance   of    Lind     unaccounted    for — merely 
saying   he    had    been    summoned    away   by   the 
Council ;  or  to  let  everybody  who  may  hear  of  it 
understand  that,  powerful  as   he  was,  he  had  to 
succumb  to  the  laws  of  the  Society,  and  accept 
the  penalty  for  his  error.      I  am  quite  uncertain  ; 
I  have  no  instructions.     You  might  find  out  for 
me  in  Naples,  Evelyn,  if  you  went  over  there — 
you  might  find  out  what  they  consider  advisable." 
"  You  are  in  Lind's  place,  then  ? " 
"  Not   at    all,"    said    he,  quickly,  and  with    a 
slight  flush.     "  Edwards  and  I  are  merely  keep- 
ing  the    thing   going,    until    matters  are   settled. 
Did   you   notice  whether   Molyneux  was    in    the 
next  room  when  you  came  through  }  " 
"  Yes  ;  he  was." 

"  Then  excuse  me  for  a  minute  or  two.  I 
want  to  speak  to  you  further  about  Naples." 

Brand  was  gone  some  time  ;  and  Lord  Evelyn 
was  left  to  ponder  over  these  strange  tidings. 
To  him  they  were  very  joyful  tidings ;  for  ever 
since  that  communication  was  made  to  him  of  the 
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danger  that  threatened  his  friend's  hfe,  he  had 
been  haunted  by  the  recollection  that,  but  for 
him,  Brand  would  in  all  probability  have  never 
heard  of  this  association.  It  was  with  an  infinite 
sense  of  personal  relief  that  he  now  knew  this 
danger  was  past.  Already  he  saw  himself  on  his 
way  to  Naples,  to  find  out  the  noble  girl  who  had 
taken  so  bold  a  step  to  save  her  lover.  Not  yet 
had  darkness  fallen  over  these  two  lives. 

Brand  returned  ;  carefully  shut  the  door  after 
him ;  and  seated  himself  on  a  corner  of  the 
table. 

"  You  see,  Evelyn,"  he  said,  quite  in  his  old 
matter-of-fact  way,  "  I  can't  pretend  to  have  very 
much  regret  over  what  has  happened  to  Lind. 
He  tried  to  do  me  an  ill  turn  ;  and  he  has  got 
the  worst  of  it ;  that  is  all.  On  the  other  hand, 
I  bear  him  no  malice ;  you  don't  want  to  hurt  a 
man  when  he  is  down  ;  I  can  guess  that  it  isn't 
the  death-penalty  that  he  is  thinking  most  of  now. 
I  can  even  make  some  excuse  for  him — now  that 
I  see  the  story  plain.  The  temptation  was  great ; 
always  on  the  understanding  that  he  was  against 
my  marrying  his  daughter ;  and  that  I  had  been 
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sure  of  for  some  time.  To  punish  me  for  not 
giving  up  my  property ;  to  keep  Natalie  to-  him- 
self; and  to  get  this  difficult  duty  securely  under- 
taken, all  at  once  :  it  was  worth  while  trying  for. 
But  his  way  of  going  about  it  was  shabby.  It 
was  a  mean  trick.  Well,  there  is  nothing  more 
to  be  said  on  that  point :  he  has  played — played 
a  foul  game — and  lost." 

He  added,  directly  afterwards — 
"  So  you  think  you  can  go  to  Naples  ?  " 
"  Certainly,"  said  Evelyn,  with  promptness. 
"You  don't  know  how  glad  I  am  about  this, 
Brand.  If  you  had  come  to  grief  over  your 
relations  with  this  Society,  it  would  have  been 
like  a  millstone  hanging  on  my  conscience  all  my 
life.  And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  go  to  Italy  for 
you.  I  should  like  to  see  the  look  on  Natalie's 
face." 

"  You  will  probably  find  her  in  great  trouble," 
Brand  said,  gravely. 
"  In  trouble  ? " 

"  Naturally.  Don't  you  see,  Evelyn,  she 
could  not  have  foreseen  that  the  result  of  her 
appeal  would  involve  the  destruction  of  her  father. 
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It  is  impossible  to  believe  that  she  could  have 
foreseen  that.  I  know  her ;  she  would  not  have 
stirred  hand  or  foot.  And  now  that  this  has  been 
discovered,  it  is  not  her  father's  guilt  she  will  be 
thinking  of ;  it  is  his  fate,  brought  about  indirectly 
by  herself.  You  may  be  sure,  Evelyn,  she  will 
not  be  overjoyed  at  the  present  moment.  All 
the  more  reason  Avhy  one  who  knows  her  should 
be  near  her  ;  I  have  no  idea  what  sort  of  people 
are  about  her ;  I  should  be  more  satisfied  if  I 
knew  you  were  there." 

"  I  am  ready  to  go  ;  I  am  ready  to  start  this 
afternoon,  as  I  say,"  Evelyn  repeated ;  but  then 
he  added  with  some  hesitation  :  "  But  I  am  not 
going  to  play  the  part  of  a  hypocrite,  Brand. 
I  could  not  pretend  to  sympathize  with  her,  if 
that  is  the  cause  of  her  trouble.  I  should  tell 
her  it  served  her  father  rieht." 

"  You  could  not  be  so  brutal,  if  you  tried, 
Evelyn,"  Brand  said.  "  You  might  think  so. 
You  could  not  tell  her  so.  But  I  have  no  fear. 
You  will  be  discreet  enough,  and  delicate  enough, 
when  you  see  her." 

"  And  what  am  I  to  say  from  you  } " 
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"  From  me  ? "  he  said.  "  Oh,  you  can  say  I 
thank  her  for  having  saved  my  Hfe.  That  will 
be  enough,  I  think.    She  will  understand  the  rest." 

"  I  mean,  what  you  advise  her  to  do  ?  Ought 
they  to  return  to  England  ?  " 

"  I  think  so,  certainly.  Most  likely  she  will 
be  waiting  there,  trying  to  get  the  Council  to 
reverse  the  sentence.  Havinsf  been  successful 
in  the  one  case,  the  poor  child  may  think  she 
ought  to  succeed  in  the  other.  I  fear  that  is  too 
much  to  expect.  However,  if  she  is  anxious,  she 
may  try.  I  should  like  to  know  there  was  some- 
body near  her  she  could  rely  on — don't  you 
understand,  Evelyn  ? — to  see  that  she  is  situated 
and  treated  as  you  would  like  one  of  your  own 
sisters  to  be " 

"  I  see  what  it  is.  Brand,"  Lord  Evelyn  said, 
laughing,  "  you  are  jealous  of  the  foreigners. 
You  think  they  will  be  using  toothpicks  in  her 
presence,  and  that  kind  of  thing " 

"  I  wish  to  know  that  she  and  her  mother 
are  in  a  good  hotel,"  said  Brand,  simply, 
"  with  proper  rooms,  and  attendance,  and — and  a 
carriage — women  can't  go  walking  through  those 
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beastly  streets  of  Naples.  The  lono;'  and  the  short 
of  it  is,  Evelyn,"  he  added,  with  some  embar- 
rassment, as  he  took  out  from  his  pocket- 
book  two  blank  cheques,  and  sat  down  at  the 
table  and  signed  them,  "  I  want  you  to  play 
the  part  of  big  brother  to  them,  don't  you  know  ? 
And  you  will  have  to  exercise  skill  as  well  as 
force.  Don't  you  see,  Calabressa  is  the  best  of 
fellows ;  but  he  would  think  nothing  of  taking 
them  to  stay  in  some  vile  restaurant,  if  the  pro- 
prietor were  politically  inclined " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  I  see  :  garlic  ;  cigarettes  during 
breakfast,  right  opposite  the  ladies ;  wine-glasses 
used  as  finger-glasses  :  well,  you  are  a  thorough 
Englishman,  Brand  ! " 

"  I  suppose  when  your  sisters  go  abroad,  you 
see  that  they  are  directed  to  a  proper  hotel } " 
said  Brand,  somewhat  angrily. 

"  I  know  this,"  said  Evelyn,  laughing,  "  that 
my  sisters,  and  you,  and  Calabressa,  and  myself, 
all  boiled  together,  wouldn't  make  half  as  good 
a  traveller  as  Natalie  Lind  is.  Don't  you  believe 
she  has  been  led  away  into  any  slummy  place, 
for  the  sake  of  politics  or  anything  else.      I  will 
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bet  she  knows  the  best  hotels  in  Naples  as  well 
as  you  do  the  Waldegrave  Club." 

"  At  any  rate,  you've  got  to  play  the  big 
brother,  Evelyn  ;  and  it  is  my  affair,  of  course  ; 
I  will  not  allow  you  to  be  out  of  pocket  by  it. 
Here  are  two  cheques ;  you  can  fill  them  in  over 

there  when  you  see  how  matters  stand  ;  ,  at 

Rome,  will  cash  them." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  I  have  to  pay  their 
hotel-bills  ?  " 

"  If  they  have  plenty  of  money,  certainly  not. 
But  you  must  find  out.  You  must  take  the  bull 
by  the  horns.  It  is  far  more  likely  that  they 
have  so  little  money  that  they  may  be  becoming 
anxious.  Then  you  must  use  a  firm  hand — I 
mean  with  Natalie.  Her  mother  will  acquiesce. 
And  you  can  tell  Natalie  that  if  she  would  buy 
something — some  dress,  or  something — for  the 
mother  of  old  Calabressa,  who  is  still  living ;  at 
Spezia,  I  think — she  would  make  the  old  chap 
glad.  And  that  would  be  a  mark  of  my  gratitude 
also ;  you  see,  I  have  never  had  even  the  chance 
of  thanking  him  as  yet." 

Lord  Evelyn  rose. 
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"Very  well,"  said  he,  "I  will  send  you  a 
report  of  my  mission.  How  am  I  to  find 
them  ?" 

"  You  must  find  them  through  Calabressa," 
he  said,  "  for  I  have  not  got  their  address.  So 
you  can  start  this  evening  ?" 

"  Yes,  certainly." 

"  Then  I  will  telegraph  at  once  to  Calabressa 
to  let  them  know  you  are  coming.  I\lind  you, 
I  am  very  grateful  to  you,  Evelyn  ;  though  I 
wish  I  was  going  in  your  stead." 

Lord  Evelyn  got  some  further  instructions  as 
to  how  he  was  to  discover  Calabressa  on  his 
arrival  in  Naples  ;  and  that  evening  he  began 
his  journey  to  the  south.  He  set  out,  indeed, 
with  a  liofht  heart.  He  knew  that  Natalie  would 
be  glad  to  have  a  message  from  England. 

At  Genoa  he  had  to  break  the  journey  for 
a  day,  having  some  commission  to  perform  on 
behalf  of  the  Society :  this  was  a  parting  bequest 
from  Gathorne  Edwards.  Then  on  again ;  and 
in  due  time  he  entered  Naples. 

He  scarcely  noticed  as  he  entered  the  vehicle 
and   drove  away  to  his  hotel  what  certain  bare- 
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footed  lads  outside  the  station  were  bawling,  as 

they  offered  the   afternoon  papers  to  the    newly 

arrived   passengers.     What   interest    had    he    in 

Zaccatelli  ? 

But  what  the  news-vendors  were  calling  aloud 
was  this  : 

"  The    death    of    the    Cardinal    Zaccatelli — 

death  of  Zaccatelli — the   death   of  the    Cardinal 

Zaccatelli  I " 


(     -\^7     ) 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

FAREWELL  ! 

"  Natalusiika,"  said  the  tender  and  anxious 
mother,  laying  her  hand  on  the  girl's  head.  "  )oii 
must  bestir  yourself.  If  you  let  grief  eat  into 
your  heart  like  that,  you  will  become  ill ;  and 
what  shall  we  do  then,  in  a  strange  hotel  ?  You 
must  bestir  yourself;  and  put  awa)'  those  sad 
thoughts  of  yours.  I  can  only  tell  you  again  and 
again  that  it  was  none  of  )'Our  doing.  It  was  the 
act  of  the  Council ;  how  could  you  help  it  ?  And 
how  can  you  help  it  now  ?  My  old  friend  Stefan 
says  it  is  beyond  recall.  Come,  Natalushka,  you 
must  not  blame  yourself;  it  is  the  Council,  not 
you,  who  have  done  this ;  and  no  doubt  they 
think  they  acted  justly." 

Natalie  did  not  answer.  She  sirj-hed  slicrhtlv. 
Her  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  blue  waters 
beyond  the  Castello  dell'  Ovo. 

-?.— XV.  s 
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"  Child,"  the  mother  continued,  "  we  must 
leave  Naples " 

"  Leave  Naples  ! "  the  girl  cried,  with  a  sudden 
look  of  alarm.  "  Having  done  nothing — having 
tried  nothing  ? "  Then  she  added,  in  a  lower 
voice,  "Well,  yes,  mother,  I  suppose  it  is  true 
what  they  say,  that  one  can  do  nothing  by  re- 
maining. Perhaps — perhaps  we  ought  to  go. 
And  yet  it  is  terrible " 

She  shivered  slightly  as  she  spoke. 

"  You  see,  Natalushka,"  her  mother  said,  de- 
termined to  distract  her  attention  somehow,  "  this 
is  an  expensive  hotel ;  we  must  be  thinking  of 
what  money  we  have  left  to  take  us  back.  We 
have  been  here  some  time ;  and  it  is  a  costly 
journey,  all  the  way  to  England." 

"  Oh,  but  not  to  England — not  to  England, 
mother  ! "  Natalie  exclaimed,  quickly. 

"  Why  not  to  England,  then  ? " 

"Anywhere  else,  mother,"  the  daughter 
pleaded.  "If  you  wish  it,  we  will  go  away ; 
no  doubt  General  von  Zoesch  knows  best ;  there 
is  no  hope.  We  will  go  away  from  Naples, 
mother ;  and — and  you  know  I  shall  not  be  much 
of  a  tax  on    you.      We   will    live    very   cheaply 
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somewhere  ;  and  perhaps  I  could  lielp  a  Httle  by 
teaching  music,  as  Madame  Potecki  does.  When- 
ever you  wish  it,  I  am  ready  to  go." 

"  But  why  not  to  England,  Natalushka  }  " 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,  mother." 

She   rose   quickly  ;    and  passed   into  her  own 
room  ;  and  shut  the  door. 

There  she  stood  for  a  second  or  two,  irresolute 
and  breathless,  like  one  who  had  just  escaped  into 
a  place  of  refuge.  Then  her  eye  fell  on  her 
writing-desk,  which  was  on  a  side-table,  and  open. 
Slowly,  and  with  a  strange,  pained  expression 
about  her  mouth,  she  went  and  sat  down,  and 
took  out  some  writing  materials,  and  absently  and 
mechanically  arranged  them  before  her.  Her 
eyes  were  tearless,  but  once  or  twice  she  sighed 
deeply.  After  a  time  she  began  to  write,  with 
an  unsteady  hand. 

"  My  dearest, 

"  You  must  let  me  send  you  a  few  lines 
of  farewell ;  for  it  would  be  hard  if,  in  saying 
good-bye,  one  were  not  permitted  to  say  a  kind 
word  or  two  that  could  be  remembered  after- 
wards.    And   your   heart   will    have   already  told 
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you  why  it  is  not  for  you  and  me  now  to  look 

forward  to  the   happiness   that    once    seemed   to 

he  before  us.     You  know  what  a  terrible  result 

has  followed  from  my  rashness ;  but  then  you  are 

free — that  is  something ;  for  the  rest,  perhaps  it 

is  less  misery  to  die,  than  to  live  and  know  that 

you  have  caused  another's  death.     You  remember 

the  night  they  played  Fidclio  ;  I  told  you  I  should 

always  try  to  remain  worthy  of  your  love  ;  and 

how   could    I   keep   that  promise   if   I    permitted 

myself  to  think  of  enjoying  a  happiness  that  was 

made    possible   at   the   cost  of  my   father's  life  ? 

You  could  not  marry  a  woman  so  unnatural,  so 

horrible ;   a  marriage  purchased   at  such  a  price 

would  be  foredoomed ;   there  would  be  a  guilty 

consciousness,  a  life-long  remorse.      But  why  do 

I  speak  ?     Your  heart  tells  you  the  same  thing. 

There  only  remains  for  us  to  say  good-bye  ;  and 

to  thank   God   for  the  gleam  of  happiness  that 

shone  on  us  for  a  little  time. 

"  And  you,  my  dearest  of  friends,  you  will 
send  me  also  a  little  message,  that  I  can  treasure 
as  a  remembrance  of  bygone  days.  And  you 
must  tell  me  also  whether  what  has  occurred  has 
deterred  you  from  going  further,  or  whether  you 
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-Still  remain  hoping  for  better  things  in  the  world, 
and  resolved  to  do  what  you  can  to  bring  them 
about.  That  would  be  a  great  consolation  to  me, 
to  know  that  your  life  still  had  a  noble  object. 
Then  the  world  would  not  be  quite  blank,  cither 
for  you  or  for  me  ;  you  with  your  work.  I  with 
this  poor,  kind  mother  of  mine,  who  needs  all  tlie 
affection  I  can  give  her.  Then  I  hope  to  hear 
of  you  from  time  to  time.  But  my  motlier  and 
myself  do  not  return  to  England. 

"And  now  what  am  I  to  say,  being  so  far 
away  from  you,  that  will  sound  pleasant  to  you, 
and  that  you  will  remember  after  with  kindness  ? 
I  look  back  now  over  the  time  since  J.  have  known 
you  ;  and  it  appears  a  beautiful  dream — anxious 
sometimes,  and  troubled,  but  always  with  a  golden 
future  before  it  that  almost  bewildered  the  eyes. 
And  what  am  I  to  say  of  your  goodness,  so 
unvarying  and  constant ;  and  your  thoughtfulness  ; 
and  your  great  unselfishness,  and  outspokenness  ? 
When  was  there  the  least  misunderstanding 
between  us }  I  could  read  your  heart  like  my 
own.  Only  once,  you  remember,  was  there  a 
chance  of  a  shadow  coming  between  us — through 
my  own  folly ;  and  yet  perhaps  it  was  only  natural 
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for  a  girl,  fancying  that  everything  was  going  to 
be  smooth   and  happy  in  her  Hfe,  to  look  back 
on  what  she  had  said  in  times  of  trouble,  and  to 
be  afraid  of  having  spoken  with  too  little  reserve. 
But  then  you  refused  to  have  even  the  slightest 
lovers'  quarrel ;  you  laughed  away  my  folly :  do 
you  wonder  if  I  was   more  than  ever  glad  that 
I  had  given  my  life  into  your  wise  and  generous 
guidance  ?      And    it   is    not    now,    when    I     am 
speaking  to  you  for  the  last  time,  that  I  can  regret 
having    let   you    know   what    my    feelings   were 
towards    you.      Oh,    my   darling,    you    must   not 
imagine,  because  these  words  that  I  am  writing 
are  cold  and  formal,  that  my  heart  beats  any  the 
less  quickly   when   I  think  of  you  and  the  days 
we   were   together.      I   said   to  you  that  I  loved 
you ;    I   say  to  you    now  that   I   love  you,   with 
my  whole  heart ;  and  I  have  no  feeling  of  shame. 
If  you  were  here,   I  would   look  into  your  face, 
and  repeat  it — I  think  without  a  blush  ;  I  would 
kiss  you ;    I  would  tell  you  that   I   honour  you ; 
that  I  had  looked  forward  to  giving  you  all  the 
trust  and  affection  and  devotion  of  a  wife.     That 
is  because  I  have  faith  in  you  ;  my  soul  is  open 
and  clear  to  you  ;  read,  and  if  you  can  find  there 
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anything  but  admiration  for  your  nobleness  of 
heart,  and  earnest  hopes  for  your  happiness,  and 
gratitude  to  you  for  all  your  kindness,  then,  and 
not  otherwise,  shall  I  have  cause  for  shame. 

"  Now  I  have  to  send  you  ni)'  last  word  of 
good-bye " 

She  had  borne  up  so  far ;  but  now  she  put  the 
pen  aside,  and  bent  her  head  down  on  to  her 
hands,  and  her  frame  was  shaken  with  her  sobbing. 
When  she  resumed,  she  could  scarcely  see  for  the 
bitter  tears  that  kept  welling  to  her  eyes. 

" and  you  will  think,  looking  at  these  cold 

Avords  on  the  paper,  that  it  was  easy  for  me  to 
do  so.  It  has  not  been  so  easy.  I  pray  God 
to  bless  you ;  and  to  keep  you  brave  and  true  and 
unselfish  ;  and  give  you  happiness  in  the  success 
of  your  work.  And  I  ask  a  line  from  )ou  in  reply 
— not  sad,  but  something  that  I  may  look  at  from 
time  to  time,  and  that  will  make  me  believe  you 
have  plenty  of  interests  and  hopes  in  the  world, 
and  that  you  do  not  altogether  regret  that  )'ou 
and  I  met,  and  Avere  friends,  for  a  time. 

"  Natalie." 

This  was  a  stranuc  thinL'" :   she  took  another 
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sheet  of  paper,  and  slowly  and  with  a  trembling 
hand  wrote  on  it  these  words — "  Yo7tr  IVife!' 
That  was  all ;  no  doubt  it  was  the  signature  she 
had  hoped  one  day  to  use.  She  regarded  it 
long,  and  earnestly,  and  sadly ;  until,  indeed, 
she  could  not  see  it  for  the  tears  that  rose 
afresh  into  her  eyes.  Then  she  tore  up  the 
piece  of  paper  hastily  ;  folded  her  letter  and 
addressed  it,  without  sealing  the  envelope  ;  and 
carried  it  into  the  other  room. 

"  Read  it,  mother,"  she  said ;  and  she  turned 
to  the  window  to  conceal  her  tear-stained  face. 

The  mother  opened  the  letter,  and  glanced 
at  it. 

"  You  forget,  child,"  she  said,  "  I  know  so 
little  English.  Tell  me  what  it  is  you  have 
written." 

So  she  was  forced  to  turn.  And  apparently, 
as  she  spoke,  she  was  quite  calm ;  but  there  was 
a  darkness  underneath  her  eyes ;  and  there  was  in 
her  look  something  of  the  worn,  sad  expression 
of  her  mother's  face.  Briefly  and  simply  she 
repeated  the  substance  of  the  letter,  giving  no 
reasons,  or  justifications.  She  seemed  to  take 
it  for  granted  that  her  decision  was  unavoidable, 
and  would  be  seen  to  be  so  b}^  every  one. 
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"  Natalushka,"  the  mother  said,  looking- 
anxiously  at  the  troubled  face,  "do  you  know 
what  you  are  about  to  do  ?  It  is  an  act  of  ex- 
piation— for  something'  you  have  not  committed." 

"  Could  I  do  otherwise  ?  "  she  said,  "  You, 
mother:  would  you  have  me  think  of  a  marriage 
procured  through  my  father's  death  ?  It  is  too 
horrible." 

The  mother  went  to  her,  and  took  her  two 
hands, 

"  My  poor  child,  are  you  to  have  no  happier 
life  than  I  have  had,  after  all  .^  When  I  used 
to  see  you,  I  used  to  say  to  myself,  '  Ah  !  my  little 
Natalushka  will  never  know  what  has  befallen 
me.  She  will  have  a  happy  life.'  I  could  see 
you  laughing  as  you  walked  in  the  gardens  there. 
You  looked  so  pleased,  so  content,  so  bright  and 
cheerful.  And  now  you  also  are  to  have  a  life 
of  disappointment  and  sad  memories " 

"  Oh,  you  must  not  talk  like  that,  mother,"  the 
girl  said,  hastily,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Have  I  not 
you  with  me  ?  We  shall  always  be  together,  shall 
we  not  .■*  And  you  know  we  shall  not  have  time 
for  brooding  over  what  is  past;  we  shall  have 
much  to  do  ;  we  must  make  a  pleasant  small  home 
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somewhere.  Oh,  there  are  many,  many  people 
far  worse  off  in  the  world  than  we  are.  So  you 
must  think  of  getting  away  from  Naples,  mother  ; 
and  think  of  where  you  would  like  to  live ;  and 
where  I  should  be  most  likely  to  be  able  to  earn 
a   little.      The   years  will    teach    us   to    forget — 

and— and And  now  you  know  why  I  do  not 

wish  to  go  back  to  England." 

Her  eyes  were  cast  down ;  but  she  was  forcing 
herself  to  speak  quite  cheerfully. 

"  You  see,  mother,  my  knowing  English  is  a 
great  advantage.  If  we  were  to  go  to  one  of  the 
towns  on  the  Riviera,  like  Nice,  or  Mentone, 
where  so  many  English  families  are,  one  might 
get  pupils  who  would  want  to  learn  English  songs 
as  well  as  Italian  and  German " 

"  Yes,  yes,  Natalushka ;  but  I  am  not  going 
to  have  you  slave  for  me.  The  little  allowance 
that  my  cousins  send  me  will  do  very  well  for  us 
two,  though  you  will  not  get  so  fine  dresses. 
Then,  you  see,  Natalushka,  Mentone  or  Nice 
would  be  a  dear  place  to  live  in." 

"  Very  well,  mother,"  said  the  girl,  with  the 
same  apparent  cheerfulness,  "  I  will  go  down  and 
post  my  letter,  and  at  the  same  time  get  the  loan 
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of  a  guide-book.  Then  \vc  shall  stud)-  the  maps 
and  pick  out  a  nice,  quiet,  remote  little  place, 
where  we  can  live — and  forget." 

The  last  two  words  were  uttered  to  herself, 
as  she  opened  the  door,  and  went  out.  She 
sio^hed  a  little  as  she  went  down  the  staircase — 
that  was  all ;  she  was  thinking  of  things  very  far 
awa)-.  She  passed  into  the  hall ;  and  went  to  the 
bureau  for  some  postage-stamps.  As  she  stood 
there,  some  one,  unperceived,  came  up  to  her.  It 
was  Calabressa. 

"  Little  daughter "  said  he,  in  a  trembling 

voice. 

She  uttered  a  slight  cr)%  and  shrank  back. 

"  Little  daughter "   said  he,   holding   out 

his  hand. 

But  some  strange  instinct  possessed  her.  She 
could  not  avoid  touching  his  hand — or  the  tips 
of  his  fingers,  rather — for  one  brief  second  ;  then 
slie  turned  away  from  him  with  an  involuntary 
shudder ;  and  went  back  through  the  hall,  her 
head  bent  down.  Calabressa  stood  looking  after 
her  for  a  moment  or  two  ;  then  he  turned  and  left 
the  hotel. 

He  walked  quickly  ;  there  were  tears  running 
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down  his  face.  He  looked  neither  to  the  right 
nor  to  the  left ;  he  was  talking  in  a  broken  voice 
to  himself;  he  repeated  again  and  again,  "No; 
she  shall  not  turn  away  from  me.  She  will  be 
sorry  for  that  soon.  She  will  say  she  should  not 
have  crushed  the  heart  of  her  old  friend  Cala- 
bressa." 

He  walked  out  to  Posilipo.  Near  the  villa 
where  he  had  formerly  sought  the  representatives 
of  the  Council,  he  passed  an  old  woman  who  was 
selling  fruit  by  the  roadside.  She  glanced  up  at 
him,  and  said— 

"  The  door  is  closed,  signore." 

"^The  door  must  be  opened,  good  mother," 
said  he,  scarcely  regarding  her  as  he  hurried  on. 

Arrived  in  the  garden  of  the  villa,  his  summons 
brought  out  to  the  entrance  of  the  grotto  the 
Secretary  Granaglia,  who  somewhat  impatiently 
told  him  that  it  was  quite  impossible  that  any 
member  of  the  Council  should  see  him. 

"  And  no  doubt  it  is  about  that  Lind  affair  ?  " 

"  Indirectly  only,"  Calabressa  said.  "  No,  it 
concerns  myself  mostly." 

"  Quite  enough  time,  the  Council  think,  has 
been  given  to  the  Lind  affair.     I  can  tell  you,  my 
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friend,  there  are  more  important  matters  stirring". 
Now,  farewell;  I  am  wanted  within." 

However,  by  dint  of  much  persuasion,  Cala- 
bressa  got  Granaglia  to  take  in  a  message  to  V^on 
Zoesch.  And,  sure  enou^^h,  his  anticipations  were 
correct ;  the  good-natured,  bluff  old  soldier  made 
his  appearance  ;  and  seemed  glad  to  get  a  breath 
of  fresh  air  for  a  minute  or  two. 

"  Well,  well,  Calabressa,  what  is  it  now  '^  Are 
not  you  all  satisfied  ? — even  to  that  scoundrel  of 
a  Cardinal,  who  cheated  us  and  died  peacefully 
in  his  bed,  after  all  !  Then  the  young  lady  has 
ofot  her  sweetheart :  is  it  not  enoucrh  ?  You 
rogue !  you  guessed  pretty  rightly  ;  to  tell  them 
the  news  was  no  light  matter ;  but  by-and-by  she 
will  become  reconciled.  Her  lover  is  to  be 
envied ;  she  is  a  beautiful  child,  and  she  has 
courage.     Well,  are  they  not  satisfied  ? " 

"  I  crave  your  pardon,  Excellenc)',  for  in- 
truding upon  you,"  Calabressa  said,  in  a  sort  of 
constrained  voice.  "It  is  my  own  afiair  that 
brings  me  here.  I  shall  not  waste  your  time. 
Your  Excellency,  I  claim  to  be  substitute  for 
Ferdinand  Lind." 

The  tall  soldier  burst  out  laucihin^r. 


270  SUNRISE. 

"What  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  you, 
Calabressa  :  have  you  gone  mad  ?  " 

For  a  second  Calabressa  stood  silent ;  his  eyes 
downcast ;  his  fingers  working  nervously  with  the 
cap  he  held  in  his  hands. 

"Your  Excellency,"  he  said,  as  if  struggling 
to  repress  some  emotion,  "it  is  a  simple  matter. 
I  have  been  to  see  the  beautiful  child  you  speak 
of;  I  addressed  her,  in  the  hall  of  the  hotel;  she 
turned  away  from  me,  shuddering,  as  if  I  were 
a  murderer — from  me,  who  love  her  more  than  I 
love  my  life.  Oh,  your  Excellency,  do  not  smile 
at  it ;  it  is  not  a  girlish  caprice ;  she  has  a  noble 
heart ;  it  is  not  a  little  thing  that  would  make  her 
cruel.  I  know  what  she  thinks — that  I  have  been 
the  means  of  procuring  her  father's  death.  Be 
it  so.  I  will  give  her  father  his  life  again.  Take 
mine — what  do  I  care  ? " 

"  Nonsense,  nonsense,  my  Calabressa.  The 
girl  has  bewitched  you.  One  must  talk  to  her. 
Take  your  life  in  exchange  for  that  of  Lind  ? 
Pooh  !  We  cannot  send  good  men  after  bad  ;  you 
are  too  valuable  to  us  ;  whereas  he,  if  he  were  re- 
leased, could  be  of  no  more  use  at  all.  It  is  a 
generous  notion  on  your  part,  friend  Calabressa ; 
but  it  is  Quixotic.     Moreover,  impossible." 
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'•  You  forget,  Excellency,  that  I  can  claim  it," 
said  Calabressa,  firmly.  "  Under  Article  Five  I 
can  claim  to  be  the  substitute  of  Ferdinand  Lind. 
Your  Excellency  yourself  has  not  the  power  to 
refuse  me.  I  call  upon  you  to  release  Lind  from 
the  death-penalty ;  to-morrow  I  will  take  his 
place ;  then  you  can  send  a  message  to — to  Na- 
talie Berezolyi's  daughter,  that,  if  I  have  wronged 
her,  I  have  made  amends." 

Von  Zoesch  grew  more  serious ;  he  eyed 
Calabressa  curiously.  The  elder  man  stood  there 
trembling  a  little  with  nervous  excitement ;  but 
with  a  firm  look  on  his  face  :  there  was  no  doubt 
about  his  resolve. 

"  Friend  Calabressa,"  said  Von  Zoesch,  in  a 
kindly  way,  "  it  seems  as  if  you  had  transferred 
your  old  love  for  Natalie  Berezolyi  to  Natalie's 
daughter,  only  with  double  intensity.  But,  you 
see,  we  must  not  allow  you  to  sacrifice  yourself 
merely  because  a  girl  turns  her  heel  on  you.  It 
is  not  to  be  thought  of.  We  cannot  afford  to  lose 
you ;  besides,  it  is  monstrous  that  the  innocent 
should  suffer,  and  the  guilty  go  free " 

"  The  articles  of  the  Society,  your  Excel- 
lency  " 
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"That  particular  article,  m}-  Calabressa,  was 
framed  with  a  view  to  encourage  self-sacrifice  and 
generosit}-,  no  doubt ;  but  not  with  a  view,  surely, 
to  any  such  extreme  madness  as  this.  No.  The 
fact  is.  I  had  no  time  to  explain  the  circumstances 
of  the  case  to  the  young  lady,  or  I  could  easily 
have  shown  her  how  you  were  no  more  involved 
than  herself  in  procuring  the  decree  against  her 
father.  To-day  I  cannot ;  to-morrow  I  cannot  ; 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  I  solemnly  assure  }"ou,  I 
will  see  her,  and  reason  with  her,  and  convince 
her  that  vou  have  acted  throuorhout  as  her  best 
friend  only  could  have  done.  You  are  too  sensi- 
tive, my  Calabressa :  ah,  is  it  not  the  old  romance 
recalled  that  is  making  you  so  .■*  But  this  I 
promise  you,  that  she  shall  beg  your  pardon  for 
havinof  turned  awa\-  from  -sou." 

"  Then,"  said  Calabressa,  with  a  little  touch  of 
indignant  pride,  "  then  your  E^ccellency  imagines 
that  it  is  my  vanit}'  that  has  been  wounded  ?  " 

"  Xo.  It  is  your  heart.  And  she  will  be  sorr}' 
for  having  pained  a  true  friend ;  is  not  that  as  it 
should  be  ?  Why,  your  proposal  ;  if  she  agreed 
to  it,  what  would  be  the  result  ?  You  Avould  stab 
her  with  remorse.     For  this  momentar}-  slight  you 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


A    SACRIFICE. 


It  would  be  difficult  to  say  whether  Calabressa 
was  altoo^ether  sincere  in  claiminof  to  become  the 
substitute  for  Ferdinand  Lind ;  or  whether  he 
was  not  practising  a  little  self-deception,  and 
pacifying  his  wounded  pride  and  affection  by  this 
outburst  of  generosity,  while  secretly  conscious 
that  his  offer  would  not  be  accepted.  However, 
what  Calabressa  had  declared  himself  ready  to 
do,  in  a  fit  of  wild  sentimentalism,  another  had 
already  done,  in  terrible  earnest.  A  useless  life 
had  suddenly  become  ennobled  by  a  tragic  and 
self-sacrificing  death. 

Two  days  after  Lord  Evelyn  had  left  for 
Naples,  Brand  and  Gathorne  Edwards  were  as 
usual  in  the  chambers  in  Lisle  Street ;  and,  the 
business  of  the  morning  being  mostly  over,  they 
were  chatting   together.      There  was  a  brighter 
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look  on  Geor<Te  Brand's  face  than  had  been  there 
for  many  a  day. 

"  What  an  indefatigable  fellow  that  Molyneux 
is  ! "  Edwards  was  saying. 

"  It  is  a  gfood  thinor  some  one  can  do  some- 
thing,"  Brand  answered.  "  As  for  me,  I  can't 
settle  down  to  anything.  I  feel  as  if  I  had  been 
living  on  laughing-gas  these  last  two  days.  I 
feel  as  if  I  had  come  alive  again  into  another 
world,  and  was  a  little  bit  bewildered  just  as  yet. 
However,  I  suppose  we  shall  get  shaken  into  our 
new  positions  by-and-by  ;  and  the  sooner  they 
let  us  know  their  final  arrangements  the  better." 

"  As  for  me,"  said  Edwards,  carelessly,  "  now 
that  I  have  left  the  Museum  I  don't  care  where 
I  may  have  to  go." 

At  this  moment  a  note  was  brought  in  by  the 
old  German,  and  handed  to  Edwards.  He  glanced 
at  the  straggling,  almost  illegible,  address  in  pencil 
on  the  dirty  envelope. 

"  Well,  this  is  too  bad,"  he  said,  impatiently. 

"What  is  it?" 

"  That  fellow  Kirski.  He  is  off  again,  I  can 
see  by  his  writing.  He  never  was  very  good  at 
it  ;  but  this  is  the  handwritincf  of  delirium 
tremens." 
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He  opened  the  letter  ;  and  glanced  at  the  first 
page. 

"  Oh  yes,"  he  said,  in  disgust,  ''  he's  off  again, 
clearly." 

"  What  does  he  say  ?  " 

"  The  usual  rigmarole — only  not  quite  so 
legible — the  beautiful  angel  who  was  kind  to  him 
— he  has  taken  her  portrait  from  its  hiding-place 
— it  is  sacred  now — no  more  public-house — well,. 

it  looks  rather  as  if  he  had  been  to  several " 

At  this  point,  however,  Edwards's  pale,  high 
forehead  flushed  a  little. 

"  I  wish  I  had  not  told  him,  but  he  speaks  of 
Miss  Lind  being  in  trouble — and  he  says  God 
never  meant  one  so  beautiful  and  kind  as  she  to 

be  in  trouble — and  if  her  father " 

His  face  grew  grave. 
"  What  is  this  ?  " 

He  turned  the  leaf  suddenly ;  and  glanced  at 
the  remainder  of  the  letter. 

"  Good    God,    what    does    the    man    mean  ? 
What  has  he  done  ?  "  he  exclaimed. 

His  face  was  quite  pale.     The  letter  dropped 
from  his  hands.     Then  he  jumped  to  his  feet. 

"  Come,     Brand — quick — quick  !  "    he    said, 
hurriedly.     "  You  must  come  with  me " 
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"But  what  is  the  matter?"  Brand  said,  fol- 
lowing him  in  amazement. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Edwards,  almost  inco- 
herently. "He  may  be  raving — it  may  only  be 
drunkenness — but  he  says  he  is  about  to  kill  him- 
self in  place  of  Lind — the  young  lady  shall  not 
be  troubled — she  was  kind  to  him,  and  he  is 
frrateful — I  am  to  send  her  a  mcssairc " 

By  this  time  the  two  friends  were  hurrying  to 
the  dingy  little  thoroughfare  in  which  Kirski  had 
his  lodgings. 

"  Don't  alarm  yourself,  Edwards,"  said  Brand  ; 
''  he  has  broken  out  again,  that  is  all." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure.  He  was  at  his  work 
yesterday,  and  sober  enough." 

"  His  brain  may  have  given  way,  then  ;  it  was 
never  very  strong.  But  these  continual  ravings 
about  murder  or  suicide  are  dangerous  ;  they  will 
develop  into  homicidal  mania,  most  likely  ;  and 
if  he  cannot  get  at  his  enemy  Michaieloff  he  may 
do  a  mischief  to  somebody  else." 

"  I  hope  he  has  not  done  a  mischief  to  himself 
already,"  said  Edwards,  who  had  had  more  op- 
portunities than  his  companion  of  studying  the 
workings  of  Kirski's  disordered  brain. 
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They  reached  the  house,  and  knocked  at  the 
door.     The  landlady  made  her  appearance. 

"  Is  Kirski  in  the  house  ? "  Edwards  asked 
eagerly. 

"  No,  he  ain't,"  she  said,  with  but  scant 
courtesy. 

"  Thank  God !  "  he  exclaimed,  in  great  relief. 
"  You  are  sure  ?  He  went  out  to  his  work  as 
usual  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  ? "  said  the  woman,  who 
was  evidently  not  on  good  terms  with  her  lodger. 

"  He  had  his  breakfast  as  usual  ? " 

"His  breakfast!"  she  said,  scornfully.  "  No, 
he  hadn't.  He  may  pick  up  his  breakfast  about 
the  streets,  like  a  cat ;  but  he  don't  have  any 
'ere.  And  a  cat  he  is,  sneaking  up  and  down  the 
stairs ;  how  do  I  know  whether  he  is  in  the  house 
or  whether  he  ain't  ?  " 

At  this  Edwards  turned  pale  again  with  a 
sudden  fear.     Brand  interposed. 

"  You  don't  know  ?  Then  show  us  his  room  ; 
we  will  see  for  ourselves." 

He  passed  the  woman,  leaving  her  to  shut  the 
door,  and  went  into  the  small  dark  passage, 
waiting  for  her  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.     Grum- 
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bling-  to  herself  she  came  along  to  show  them  the 
way.  It  did  not  pay  her  to  waste  her  time  like 
this,  she  said,  for  a  lodger  who  took  no  food  in 
the  house,  and  spent  his  earnings  in  the  gin-shop. 
She  should  not  be  surprised  if  they  were  to  find 
him  asleep  at  that  time  of  the  day.  He  had  ways 
like  a  cat. 

The  landing  they  reached  was  as  dark  as  the 
staircase  ;  so  that  when  she  turned  a  handle  and 
flung  a  door  open  there  was  a  sudden  glare  of 
light.  At  the  same  moment  she  uttered  a  shrill 
scream,  and  retreated  backward.  She  had  caught 
a  glimpse  of  some  horrible  thing — she  hardly 
knew  what.  It  was  the  body  of  the  man  Kirski 
lying  prone  on  the  uncarpeted  floor,  his  hands 
clenched.  There  was  a  dark  pool  of  blood  beside 
him. 

Edwards  sank  shuddering  into  a  chair,  sick 
and  faint.  He  could  neither  move  nor  speak ;  he 
dared  hardly  look  at  the  object  lying  there  in  the 
wan  light.  But  Brand  went  quickly  forward  ;  and 
took  hold  of  one  of  these  clenched  hands.  It 
was  quite  cold.  He  tried  to  turn  over  the  body  ; 
but  relinquished  that  effort.  The  cause  of  death 
was  obvious  enough.      Kirski   had  stabbed   him- 
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self  with  one  of  the  tools  used  in  his  trade  ;  either 
he  had  deliberately  lain  down  on  the  floor  to 
make  sure  of  driving-  the  weapon  home,  or  he 
had  accidentally  fallen  so  after  dealing  himself 
the  fatal  blow.  Apparently  he  had  been  dead 
for  some  hours. 

Brand  rose.  The  landlady  at  the  door  was 
alternately  screaming  and  sobbing  ;  declaring  that 
she  was  ruined  ;  that  not  another  lodger  would 
come  to  her  house. 

"  Be  quiet,  woman  ;  and  send  to  the  police- 
station,  at  once,"  Brand  said.  "  Wait  a  moment : 
when  did  you  last  see  this  man  ?  " 

"  This  morning,  sir — early  this  morning,  sir," 
said  she,  in  a  profusion  of  tears  over  her  pro- 
spective loss.  "He  came  downstairs  with  a 
letter  in  his  hand ;  and  there  was  twopence  for 
my  little  boy  to  take  it  when  he  came  home  from 
school.  How  should  I  know  he  had  gone  back, 
sir,  to  make  away  with  himself  like  that,  and  ruin 

a  poor  widow  woman,  sir " 

"  Have  you  a  servant  in  the  house  ?  " 
"No,    sir ;    no    one  but   myself — and  me    de- 
pendent  " 

"  Then  go  at  once  to  the  police-station,  and  tell 
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the  inspector  on  duty  what  has  happened.  You 
can  do  that ;  can't  you  ?  You  will  do  no  good  by 
standing  crying  there,  or  getting  the  neighbours 
in.     I  will  stop  here  till  you  come  back." 

She  went  away,  leaving  Brand  and  his 
paralyzed  companion  with  this  ghastly  object  lying 
prone  on  the  floor. 

"  Poor  devil !  "  Brand  said  ;  "  his  troubles  are 
at  an  end  now.  I  wonder  whether  I  should  lift 
him  on  to  the  bed  or  -wait  until  they  come." 

Then  another  thought  struck  him  ;  and  he 
turned  quickly  to  his  companion,  who  sat  there, 
horrified  and  helpless. 

"  Edwards,"  said  he,  "  you  must  pull  yourself 
together.  The  police  will  ask  you  what  you 
know  about  this  affair.  Then  you  will  have  to 
give  evidence  before  the  coroner  s  inquest.  There 
is  nothing  material  for  you  to  conceal  ;  but  still, 
no  mention  must  be  made  of  Lisle  Street,  do 
you  understand  ?  " 

Edwards  nodded.  His  face  was  still  of  a 
ghastly  white.     Then  he  rose  and  said — 

"  Let  us  go  somewhere  else.  Brand." 

His  companion  took  him  downstairs  into  the 
landlady's  parlour ;  and  got  him  a  glass  of  water. 
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Apparently  there  was  not  a  human  being  in  the 
house  but  themselves. 

"  Do  you  understand,  Edwards  ?  Give  your 
private  address — not  Lisle  Street.  Then  you  can 
tell  the  story  simply  enough.  That  unfortunate 
fellow  come  all  the  way  from  Russia — virtually 
a  maniac — you  can  tell  them  his  story  if  you 
like.     Or  shall  I. >" 

"  Yes,  yes.  It  has  been  too  much  for  me, 
Brand.  You  see,  I  had  no  business  to  tell  him 
about  Lind " 

"  The  poor  wretch  would  have  ended  his  days 
miserably  anyhow  ;  no  doubt,  in  a  madhouse ; 
and  probably  after  killing  some  quite  innocent 
person.  By  the  way,  they  will  ask  you  how  you 
came  to  suspect.     Where  is  that  letter  ?  " 

Edwards  took  it  from  his  pocket. 

"Tear  it  up." 

He  did  so;  but  Brand  took  the  fragments 
and  put  them  in  his  own  pocket. 

"  You  can  tell  them  he  wrote  to  you ;  and 
from  the  madness  of  the  letter  you  thought  some- 
thing was  wrong.  You  destroyed  the  letter. 
But  where  is  Natalie's  portrait  ? — that  must  not 
fall  into  their  hands." 
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He  instantly  went  upstairs  again  ;  leavintj^  his 
companion  alone.  There  was  somethin^^  strange 
in  his  entering  this  room  where  the  corpse  lay  : 
it  seemed  necessary  for  hlin  to  walk  on  tiptoe; 
he  uncovered  his  head.  A  glance  round  the 
almost  empty  room  speedily  showed  him  what 
he  wanted  ;  there  was  a  small  wooden  casket  in  a 
dusky  corner  by  the  window  ;  and  that,  he  made 
no  doubt,  was  the  box  which  the  unhappy  Kirski 
had  made  to  contain  Natalie's  portrait  and  which 
he  had  quite  recently  dug  out  from  its  place  of 
concealment.  Brand  was  surprised,  however,  to 
find  the  casket  empty.  Then  he  glanced  at  the 
fireplace ;  there  was  a  little  black  dust  there,  as 
of  burned  cardboard.  Then  he  made  sure  that 
Kirski  himself  had  taken  steps  to  prevent  the 
portrait  falling  into  alien  hands. 

Beside  the  box,  however,  lay  a  piece  of  paper, 
written  over  in  pencil.  He  took  it  up  and  made 
out  that  it  was  chielly  ill-spelt  Italian  :  "  Whatever 
punisJimcnt  may  be  decreed  against  any  Officer, 
Companion,  or  Friend  of  the  Society — may  be 
vicariously  borne  by  any  other  Officer,  Companion, 
or  F^'iend — luho,  of  his  own  full  and  free  consent, 
acts  as  substitute — the   original  offender   becoming 
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the7'eby  redeemed,  acqtntted,  and  released."  Then 
■followed  some  words  which  he  could  not  make 
out  at  all. 

He  carried  the  paper  downstairs. 

"He  appears  to  have  burned  the  photograph, 
Edwards.      But  he  has  left  this — see." 

Edwards  glanced  at  the  trembling  scrawl, 
with  a  slight  shiver  ;  the  handwriting  was  the 
same  as  that  he  had  received  half  an  hour  before. 

"It  is  only  Article  V.,"  he  said.  "  The  poor 
fellow  used  to  keep  repeating  that,  after  Cala- 
bressa  and  I  taught  him  in  Venice." 

"  But  what  is  written  below  ?  " 

Edwards  forced  himself  to  take  the  paper 
in  his  hands,  and  to  scan  more  carefully  its 
contents. 

"  It  is  Russian,"  he  said,  "but  so  badly  written. 
'  My  life  is  not  endurable  longer — but  I  shall  die 
happy  in  being  of  service  to  the  bea^itifil  angel 
who  ivas  kind  to  7ne — tell  her  she  need  not  be  iit 
trouble  any  more. — /  forgive  Pavel  Michaielvff, 
as  my  masters  desire.  I  do  not  wish  my  wife  or 
my  neighbours  to  knoiv  zuhat  I  have  done!  " 

"  This  we  have  no  right  to  meddle  with," 
Brand    said,  thoughtfully.      "  I  will    put    it    back 
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where  I  got  it.  But,  you  sec,  Edwards,  you  will 
have  to  admit  that  you  were  aware  this  poor 
wretch  was  in  communication  with  some  secret 
society  or  other.  Further  than  that  you  need 
say  nothing.  The  cause  of  his  suicide  is  clear 
enough.  The  man  was  mad  when  he  came  to 
England  with  that  wild  craving  for  revenge  in^ 
his  brain." 

Brand  carried  the  paper  upstairs  again,  and 
placed  it  where  he  had  found  it.  At  the  same 
moment  there  was  a  sound  of  footsteps  below  ; 
and  presently  the  police-officers,  accompanied  by 
the  landlady  and  by  Gathorne  Edwards,  who  had 
somewhat  recovered  his  composure,  entered  to 
hold  their  preliminary  investigation.  The  notes 
that  the  inspector  took  down  in  his  pocket-book 
were  brief  enough,  and  were  mostly  answers  to- 
questions  addressed  to  Brand,  regarding  what 
he  knew  of  the  deceased  man's  circumstances. 
Edwards  translated  for  the  inspector  the  writing 
on  the  paper  found  lying  there ;  and  said  he  be- 
lieved Kirski  had  some  connection  with  a  secret 
society  ;  but  that  it  was  obvious  he  had  destroyed 
himself  from  despair ;  and  that,  indeed,  tlie  un- 
happy man   had  never  been  [properly  right  in  his 
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mind  since  ever  he  had  known  him,  though  they 
had  hoped,  by  getting  him  to  do  steady  work  and 
sure  wages,  to  wean  him  away  from  brooding  over 
the  wrongs  that  had  driven  him  from  his  native 
country.  Edwards  gave  the  officer  his  address, 
Brand  saying  that  he  had  to  leave  England  that 
same  night  and  would  not  be  available  for  any 
further  enquiry,  but  that  his  friend  knew  precisely 
as  much  about  the  case  as  himself.  Then  he  and 
his  companion  left. 

Edwards  breathed  more  freely  when  he  got 
■out  of  the  house,  even  into  the  murky  atmosphere 
of  Soho. 

"  It  is  a  tragic  end,"  he  said,  "  but  perhaps 
it  is  the  best  that  could  have  befallen  him.  I 
called  yesterday  at  the  shop ;  and  found  he  was 
there,  and  sober,  though  I  did  not  see  him.  I 
was  surprised  to  find  he  had  gone  back." 

"  I  thought  he  had  solemnly  promised  you 
not  to  drink  any  more,"  Brand  said. 

"He  had  made  the  same  promises  before. 
He  took  to  drink  merely  to  forget ;  to  drown  this 
thing  that  was  working  in  his  brain.  If  he  had 
lived,  it  would  have  been  the  old  story  over 
ao-ain.      He    would    have   buried   the    portrait    in 


A  SACRIFICE.  287 

St.  James's  Park,  as  he  did  before ;  gone  back 
to  the  gin-shop ;  and  in  course  of  time  drank 
himself  to  death.  This  end  is  terrible  enough : 
but  there  is  a  touch  of  something  fine  about  it ; 
it  redeems  much.  What  a  worship  the  poor 
fellow  had  for  Miss  Lind,  to  be  sure  ;  because  she 
was  kind  to  him  when  he  was  half  mad  with  his 
wrongs.  I  remember  he  used  to  go  about  the 
churches  in  Venice,  to  see  if  any  of  the  saints  in 
the  pictures  were  like  her ;  but  none  satisfied 
him.  You  will  send  her  a  message  of  what  he 
has  done  to  repay  her  at  last }  " 

"  I  will   take   it   myself,"  said   Brand,  hastily. 

"  I  must  go,  Edwards.    You  must  get or 

to  come  to  these  chambers ;  any  one  you  may 
think  of.      I  must  go  myself,  and  at  once." 

"  To-night,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes,  to-night.  It  is  a  pity  I  troubled  Evelyn 
to  go." 

"He  would  stay  a  day,  perhaps  two  days,  in 
Genoa.  It  is  just  possible  you  might  overtake 
him  by  going  straight  through." 

"  Yes,"  said  Brand,  with  a  strange  smile  on 
his  face — as  if  he  were  looking  at  something  far 
away — and  it  was  scarcely  to  his  companion  that 
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he  spoke — "  I  think  I  will  go  straight  through. 
I  should  not  like  any  one  but  myself  to  take 
Natalie  this  news." 

They  walked  back  to  the  chambers ;  and 
Brand  began  to  put  things  in  order  for  his  going. 

"  It  is  rather  a  shame,"  he  said,  during  this 
business,  "for  one  to  be  glad  that  this  poor  wretch 
has  come  to  such  an  end.  But  what  better  could 
have  happened  to  him,  as  you  say  .^  You  will  see 
about  a  decent  funeral,  Edwards ;  and  I  will  leave 
you  something  to  stop  the  mouth  of  that  cater- 
wauling landlady.  You  can  tell  them  at  the 
inquest  that  he  has  no  relations  in  this  country." 

By-and-by  he  said — 

"If  there  are  any  debts,  I  will  pay  them.  And 
if  no  one  has  any  objection  I  should  like  to  have 
that  casket,  to  show  to — to  Miss  Lind.  Did  you 
see  the  carving  on  it  ?  " 

"  I  looked  at  it." 

"  He  must  have  spent  many  a  night  working 
at  that.  Poor  wTetch,  I  wish  I  had  looked  after 
him  more  ;  and  done  more  for  him.  One  always 
feels  that  when  people  are  dead  and  it  is  too 
late." 

"  I  don't  see  how  you  could  have  done  more 
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for  him,"  Edwards  said,  honestly  cnouL;li  ;  thouL;h 
indeed  it  was  he  himself  who  had  been  Kirski's 
chief  protector  of  late. 

Before  evening'  came  Brand  had  put  affairs 
in  proper  trim  for  his  departure ;  and  he  left 
London  with  a  lighter  heart  than  had  been  his 
for  a  long  time.  But  ever  and  anon,  as  he 
journeyed  to  the  South,  with  a  wonderful  picture 
of  joy  and  happiness  before  him,  his  mind  would 
wander  away  back  to  the  little  room  in  Soho,  and 
he  could  see  the  unhappy  Russian  lying  dead, 
with  the  messa2:e  left  behind  for  the  beautiful 
anofcl  who  had  been  kind  to  him.  And  he  could 
not  but  think  that  Kirski  would  have  died  happier 
if  he  had  known  that  Natalie  herself  would  come 
some  day,  and  put  ilowers,  tenderly  and  perhaps 
even  with  tears,  on  his  grave.  Who  that  knew 
her  could  doubt  but  that  that  would  be  her  first 
act  on  returning  to  England  ?  At  least,  Brand 
thought  so. 


-XV. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


NATALIE    SPEAKS. 


It  was  about  five  in  the  morning,  and  as  yet  dark, 
when  George  Brand  arrived  in  Naples.  He  wrote 
a  note  asking  Calabressa  to  call  on  him,  and  left 
it  to  be  despatched  by  the  porter  of  the  hotel ; 
then  he  lay  down  for  an  hour  or  two,  without 
undressing,  for  he  was  somewhat  fatigued  with 
his  continuous  travelling. 

On  oroinof  down  to  breakfast  he  orot  Cala- 
bressa's  answer,  saying  he  was  very  sorry  he 
could  not  obey  the  commands  of  his  dear  friend 
Monsieur  Brand,  because  he  was  on  duty ;  but 
that  he  could  be  found  if  Monsieur  Brand  would 
have  the  goodness  to  seek  out  the  wine-vaults  of 
one  Tommaso  in  the  Vicolo  Isotta.  There,  also, 
Monsieur  Brand  would  see  some  others. 

Accordingly,  after  breakfast,  Brand  set  out, 
leisurely  and  observantly,   for  he   did    not  think 
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there  was  any  great  hurry.  It  was  a  beautiful 
brisk,  breezy  morning;  though  occasionally  a 
squall  of  rain  swept  across  the  roughened  sea, 
blotting  out  Capri  altogether.  There  were  crisp 
gleams  of  white  on  the  far  plain ;  and  there  was 
a  dazzlinof  mist  of  sunlight  and  sea-foam  where 
the  waves  sprung  high  on  the  rocks  of  the  citadel ; 
and  even  here  in  the  busy  streets  there  was  a 
fresh  sea-odour  as  the  gusts  of  the  damp  wind 
blew  along.  Naples  was  alive  and  busy :  but 
Brand  regarded  this  swarming  population  with 
but  little  interest.  He  knew  that  none  of  his 
friends  would  be  out  and  abroad  so  early. 

In  due  time  he  found  out  the  gloomy  little 
court  and  the  wine-vaults.  Moreover,  he  had  no 
trouble  with  the  ghoul-like  Tommaso,  who  had 
apparently  received  his  instructions.  No  sooner 
had  Brand  enquired  for  Calabressa,  than  he  was 
invited  to  follow  his  guide,  who  waddled  along, 
candle  in  hand,  like  some  overgrown  orang-outang. 
At  length  they  reached  the  staircase,  where  there 
was  a  little  more  light ;  and  here  he  found  Cala- 
bressa waiting  to  receive  him.  Calabressa  seemed 
overjoyed. 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  dear  Monsieur  Brand,  you  have 
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arrived  opportunely.  You  also  will  remonstrate 
with  that  beautiful  child  for  having  fallen  out  with 
her  old  friend  Calabressa.  Think  of  it ! — one  who 
would  wear  his  knees  out  to  serve  her ;  and  when 
I  go  to  the  hotel " 

"  One  word,  Calabressa,"  said  Brand,  as  he 
followed  him  into  a  small,  empty  room.  "  Tell 
me,  is  Lind  in  Naples  ?  " 

"  Assuredly.  He  has  petitioned  for  a  year's 
grace — he  wishes  to  join  the  Montenegrins." 

"He  will  have  more  than  a  year's  grace,"  said 
Brand,  gravely.  "  Something  has  happened.  You 
remember  the  man  Kirski  ?  Well,  he  has  killed 
himself  to  release  Lind." 

*'  Just  Heaven  ! "  Calabressa  exclaimed  ;  but 
the  exclamation  was  one  of  astonishment,  not  in 
the  least  of  regret.  On  the  contrary,  he  began  to 
speak  in  tones  of  exultation. 

"  Ah,  let  us  hear  now  what  the  beautiful  child 
will  say  !  For  who  was  it  who  reclaimed  that 
savage  animal ;  and  taught  him  the  beautifulness 
of  self-sacrifice ;  and  showed  him  how  the  most 
useless  life  could  be  made  serviceable  and  noble  ? 
Who  but  I  .^  He  was  my  pupil  ;  I  first  watched 
the  light  of  virtue  beginning  to  radiate  through 
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his  savag^e  nature.  That  is  what  I  will  ask  the 
beautiful  Natalushka  when  I  see  her ;  perhaps  she 
will  not  again  turn  away  from  an  old  friend " 

"  You  seem  to  forget,  Calabressa,  that  your 
teaching  has  brought  this  man  to  his  death," 
Brand  said. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  said  Calabressa,  with  a  perfectly 
honest  stare.  "  Why  not  ?  Was  it  not  well  done  ? 
Was  it  not  a  fitting  end  ?  Wh)-,  I,  even  I,  who 
watched  him  long,  did  not  expect  to  see  that :  his 
savagery  falling  away  from  him  bit  by  bit ;  him- 
self risincf  to  this  orrand  heio-ht — that  he  should 
give  his  life  to  save  another  :  I  tell  you,  it  is  a 
beautiful  thing ;  he  has  understood  what  I  taught 
him  ;  he  has  seen  clear." 

Calabressa  was  much  excited  ;  and  very  proud. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  saved  a  soul — as 
he  remarked  in  his  ornate  French. 

"  Perhaps  it  has  all  happened  for  the  best," 
Brand  said ;  "  perhaps  it  was  the  best  that  could 
have  befallen  that  poor  devil  too.  But  you  are 
mistaken,  Calabressa,  about  his  reasons  for  giving 
up  his  life  like  that.  It  was  not  for  the  sake 
of  a  theory  at  all — admirable  as  your  teachings 
may  have  been.     It  was  for  the  sake  of  Natalie 
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Lind.  He  heard  she  was  in  trouble ;  and  he 
learned  the  cause  of  it.  It  was  grratitude  to  her 
■ — it  was  love  for  her — that  made  him  do  this." 
Calabressa  changed  his  ground  in  an  instant. 
"  Assuredly — assuredly,  my  dear  friend  :  do 
you  think  I  fail  to  understand  that — I,  who 
perceived  that  he  worshipped  that  beautiful  child 
as  if  she  were  a  saint,  and  more  than  all  the 
saints  ?  Do  you  think  I  cannot  mark  that — the 
sentiment  of  love,  the  fervour  of  worship,  growing 
brighter  and  purer  day  by  day  until  it  bursts  into 
the  beautiful  flame  of  self-sacrifice  ?  My  faith, 
this  must  be  told  at  once.  Remain  here  a  few 
moments,  my  dear  Mr.  Brand.  This  is  news 
indeed." 

"  Wait  a  bit,  Calabressa.  I  came  to  you  to  get 
the  name  of  Natalie's  hotel.  And  where  is  Lord 
Evelyn?" 

''  One  m.oment — one  moment,"  said  the  old 
albino,  as  he  went  out  and  shut  the  door  behind 
him. 

When  Calabressa  ceased  to  talk  in  French, 
he  also  ceased  to  use  roundabout  literary-senti- 
mental metaphors ;  and  his  report  delivered  in 
the  next  room  would  appear  to  have  been  brief 
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enough ;  for  almost  immediately  he  returned, 
accompanied  by  Von  Zoesch,  to  whom  Brand  was 
introduced. 

"  I  am  honoured  in  making  your  acquaintance," 
the  tall  soldier  said,  in  a  pleasant  way.  "  I  have 
heard  much  of  you ;  you  are  a  good  worker ; 
likewise  you  do  not  flinch  when  a  duty  is  de- 
manded of  you.  Perhaps  if  you  would  only  con- 
descend to  reinforce  the  treasury  sometimes,  the 
Council  would  be  still  further  grateful  to  you. 
However,  we  are  not  to  become  beggars  at  a 
first  interview — and  that  a  short  one,  necessarily  ; 
for  to-day  we  start  for  Genoa." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  Brand  said,  simply. 
"  There  were  some  representations  I  wished  to 
lay  before  the  Council — some  very  serious  repre- 
sentations." 

"  Perhaps  some  other  time,  then.  In  the 
mean  while,  our  hands  are  full.  And  that  reminds 
me  that  the  news  you  bring  makes  one  of  my 
tasks  to-day  a  pleasant  one.  Yes,  I  remember 
something  of  that  maniac-fellow  babbling  about 
a  saint  and  an  angel — I  heard  of  it.  So  it  was 
your  beautiful  Miss  Lind  who  was  the  saint  and 
the  angel  }     Well,  do  you  know  that  I  was  about 


296  SUNRISE. 

to  give  that  young  lady  a  very  good  scolding 
to-day  ?  " 

Brand  flushed  quickly.  The  authority  of  the 
Council  had  no  terrors  for  him  where  Natalie 
was  concerned. 

"  I  beg  to  remind  you,"  he  said,  respectfully 
but  firmly,  ''that  the  fact  of  Miss  Lind's  father 
being  connected  with  the  Society  gives  no  one 
the  right  to  intermeddle  in  her  private  affairs " 

"  Oh,  but,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Von  Zoesch, 
laughing,  "  I  have  ample  right.  Her  mother 
Natalie  and  I  are  very  old  friends  indeed.  You 
have  not  seen  the  charming  young  lady,  then, 
since  your  arrival  }  " 

"  No." 

"  Excellent — excellent.  You  shall  come  and 
hear  the  scolding  I  have  to  give  her.  Oh,  I  assure 
you  it  will  not  harm  her  much.  Calabressa  will 
bring  you  along  to  the  Villa  Odelschalchi,  eleven 
sharp.  We  must  not  keep  a  lady — two  ladies, 
indeed — waiting,  after  making  an  appointment." 

He  rose  from  the  plain  wooden  chair  on  which 
he  had  been  sitting ;  and  his  visitor  had  to  rise 
also.  But  Brand  stood  reluctant  to  go ;  and  his 
brows  were  drawn  down. 
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"I  beg"  your  pardon,"  said  he,  "but  if  you 
are  so  busy,  why  not  depute  some  friend  of  the 
young  lady  to  carry  her  a  message  ?  A  girl  is 
easily  frightened." 

"  No,  no,  my  dear  sir ;  having  made  an  aj)- 
pointment,  must  we  not  keep  it  ?  Come,  I  shall 
expect  you  to  make  one  of  the  party ;  it  will 
be  a  pleasant  little  comedy  before  we  go  to  more 
serious  matters.  Aurcvoir!'''  He  bowed  slightly, 
and  withdrew. 

Some  little  time  afterwards  Brand,  Evelyn, 
and  Calabressa  were  driving  along  the  rough 
streets  in  an  open  carriage.  The  presence  of 
Lord  Evelyn  had  been  a  last  concession  obtained 
from  General  von  Zoesch  by  Calabressa. 

"  Why  not  ? "  Von  Zoesch  had  said,  good- 
naturedly,  "  he  is  one  of  us.  Besides,  there  is 
nothing  of  importance  at  Portici.  It  is  a  little 
family  party  ;  it  is  a  little  comedy  before  we  go 
to  Genoa." 

As  they  rattled  along.  Lord  l*^vel)'n  was  very 
talkative  and  joyous.  He  had  seen  Natalie  tlie 
evening  before  ;  within  an  hour  after  his  arrival. 
He  was  laup-hincj  at  Brand  for  fearinir  she  mieht 
have  been  induced  to  go  to  some  wretched  inn. 
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"  I  myself;  did  I  not  say  to  you  It  was  a 
beautiful  hotel  ? "  said  Calabressa,  with  a  hurt 
air.     "  The  most  beautiful  view  in  Naples  !  " 

"  I  think,  after  what  she  will  hear  to-day," 
said  Evelyn,  "  she  ought  to  ask  us  to  dine  there. 
That  would  be  an  English  way  of  finishing  up 
all  her  trials  and  troubles."  But  he  turned  to 
Calabressa  with  a  graver  look.  "What  about 
Lind  ?  Will  they  reinstate  him  now  ?  Will  they 
send  him  back  to  England  ?  " 

"  Reinstate  him  in  office  ? "  said  Calabressa, 
with  a  scornful  smile.  "  My  faith,  no !  Neither 
him  nor  Beratinsky.  They  will  give  them  letters 
to  Montenegro  :  isn't  it  enough  ? " 

"Well,  I  think  so.     And  Reitzei  ?" 

"  Reitzei  has  been  stationed  at  Brindisi ;  one 
of  our  moral  police  ;  and  lucky  for  him  also." 

When  they  arrived  at  the  Villa  Odelschalchi 
they  were  shown  into  a  little  ante-room  where 
they  found  Granaglia ;  and  he  was  introduced  to 
the  two  stranofers. 

"  Who  have  come  ? "  Calabressa  said,  in  a 
low  voice. 

The  little  sallow-faced  Secretary  smiled. 

"  Several    Brothers   of  the   Council,"   he  said. 
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"  They  wish  to  see  this  young  lady,  who  has  turned 
so  many  heads.  You,  for  example,  my  Calabressa, 
are  mad  with  regard  to  her.  Well,  they  pay 
her  a  compliment.  It  is  the  first  time  any  woman 
has  been  in  the  presence  of  the  Council." 

At  this  moment  Von  Zoesch  came  in,  and 
hastily  threv/  aside  his  travelling-cloak. 

"  Come,  my  friends,"  said  he  ;  and  he  took 
them  with  him ;  leaving  Granaglia  to  receive 
the  ladies  when  they  should  arrive. 

The  lofty  and  spacious  apartment  they  now 
entered,  on  the  other  side  of  the  corridor,  was 
apparently  one  of  a  suite  of  rooms,  facing  the  sea. 
Its  walls  were  decorated  in  Pompeian  fashion,  with 
simulated  trellis-work,  and  plenty  of  birds,  beasts, 
and  fishes  about ;  but  the  massive  curtains  and 
spreading  chandeliers  were  all  covered  over  as 
if  the  house  had  not  been  inhabited  for  some 
time.  All  that  was  displayed  of  the  furniture 
of  the  chamber  were  some  chairs  of  blue  satin, 
with  white  and  gold  backs  and  legs  ;  and  these 
looked  strange  enough,  seeing  that  tlicy  were 
placed  irregularly  round  an  oblong,  rougli  deal 
table,  which  looked  as  if  it  had  just  come  froni 
the    workshop    of  some   neighbouring    carpenter. 
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At  or  near  this  table  several  men,  nearly  all 
elderly,  were  sitting,  talking  carelessly  to  each 
other ;  one  of  them,  indeed,  at  the  furthermost 
corner,  was  a  venerable  patriarch,  who  wore  a 
large  soft  wideawake  over  his  snow-white  hair. 
At  the  head  of  the  table  sat  the  handsome,  pale- 
faced,  Greek-looking  man,  who  has  been  men- 
tioned as  one  Conventz.  He  was  writing  a 
letter ;  but  stopped  when  Brand  and  Evelyn 
were  introduced  to  him.  Then  Calabressa  drew 
in  some  more  of  the  gilt  and  blue  chairs,  and 
they  sat  down  close  by. 

Brand  kept  anxiously  looking  towards  the 
door.  He  had  not  Ions:  to  wait.  When  it 
opened,  Granaglia  appeared,  conducting  into  the 
room  two  figures  dressed  in  black.  These  dark 
figures  looked  impressive  in  the  great,  white, 
empty  room. 

For  a  second  Natalie  stood  bewildered  and 
irresolute,  seeing  all  these  faces  turned  to  her  ; 
and  when  her  eyes  fell  on  her  lover,  she  turned 
deadly  pale.  But  she  went  forward,  along  with 
her  mother,  to  the  two  chairs  brought  for  them  by 
Granaglia ;  and  they  sat  down.  The  mother 
was  veiled.     Natalie  glanced  at  her  lover  again ; 
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there  was  a  strange  look  in  his  face — but  not  of 
pain  or  fear. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  said  Von  Zocsch,  in 
his  pleasantest  wa)',  "  we  have  nothing  but  good 
news  to  communicate  to  you,  so  you  must  not  be 
alarmed.  You  are  among  friends.  We  are  going 
away  to-day  ;  we  all  wish  to  say  good-bye  to  you  ; 
and  wish  you  a  happy  journey  back  to  England  ; 
that  is  all.  But  I  will  tell  you  that  my  first  object 
in  asking  you  to  come  here  was  to  give  you  a 
good  rating  ;  when  you  and  I  should  have  been 
alone  together  I  would  have  asked  you  if  you  had 
no  consideration  for  old  friends,  that  you  should 
have  turned  away  from  my  colleague,  Calabressa, 
and  wounded  him  grievously.  I  would  have 
reminded  you  that  it  was  not  he,  but  you  yourself, 
who  put  the  machinery  in  motion  which  secured 
your  father's  righteous  conviction." 

"  I  ask  you  to  spare  me,  signore,"  the  girl 
said,  in  a  low  and  trembling  voice. 

"Oh,  I  am  not  now  going  to  scold  you,  my 
dear  young  lady.  I  intended  to  have  done  so. 
I  intended  to  have  shown  you  that  )'ou  were 
wrong,  and  exceedingly  ungrateful  ;  and  that  you 
ought   to    ask   pardon  of   my   friend   Calabressa. 
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However,  it  is  all  changed.  You  need  not  fear 
him  any  more  ;  you  need  not  turn  away  from  him. 
Your  father  is  pardoned  ;  and  free." 

She  looked  up,  uncertain,  as  if  she  had  not 
heard  aright. 

"  I  repeat :  your  father  is  pardoned  ;  and  free. 
You  shall  learn  how  and  why  afterwards.  Mean- 
while you  have  nothing  before  you,  as  I  take  it, 
but  to  reap  the  reward  of  your  bravery." 

She  did  not  hear  this  last  sentence.  She  had 
turned  quickly  to  her  mother. 

"  Mother,  do  you  hear  ?  "  she  said,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,  yes,  child  :  thank  God  !  " 

"  Now,  you  see,  my  dear  young  lady,"  Von 
Zoesch  continued,  "  it  is  not  a  scolding,  but  good 
news  I  have  given  to  you ;  and  nothing  remains 
but  that  you  should  bid  us  good-bye,  and  say  you 
are  not  sorry  you  appealed  to  us  when  you  were 
in  trouble,  according  to  the  advice  of  your  good 
friend  Calabressa.  See.  I  have  brought  here  with 
me  a  gentleman  whom  you  know,  and  who  will 
see  you  safe  back  to  Naples,  and  to  England  ;  and 
another,  his  companion,  who  is  also,  I  understand, 
an  old  friend  of  yours  ;  you  will  have  a  pleasant 
party.     Your  father  will  be  sent  to  join  in  a  good 
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cause,  where  he  may  retrieve  his  name  if  ho 
chooses  ;  you  and  your  friends  go  back  to  En<r- 
land.  So  I  may  say  that  all  your  wishes  are 
crratified  at  last ;  and  we  have  nothing/  now  but 
to  say  good-bye." 

The  girl  had  been  glancing  timidly  and  ner- 
vously at  the  figures  grouped  round  the  table  ;  and 
her  breast  was  heaving.  She  rose  ;  perhaps  it  was 
to  enable  herself  to  speak  more  freely  ;  perhaps 
it  was  only  out  of  deference  to  those  seated  there. 

"  No,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  but  it  was  heard 
clearly  enough  in  the  silence.  "  I — I  would  say  a 
word  to  you — whom  I  may  not  see  again.  Yes,  I 
thank  you — from  my  heart ;  you  have  taken  a 
great  trouble  away  from  my  life ;  I — I  thank 
you.     But  there  is  something  I  would  say." 

She  paused  for  a  second.  She  was  very  pale. 
She  seemed  to  be  nerving  herself  for  some  effort ; 
and,  strangely  enough,  her  mother's  hand,  unseen, 
was  stretched  up  to  her,  and  she  clasped  it  and 
held  it  tight.     It  gave  her  courage. 

"It  is  true,  I  am  only  a  girl  ;  you  arc  my 
elders ;  and  you  are  men  ;  but  I  have  known 
good  and  brave  men  who  were  not  ashamed  to 
listen  to  what  a  woman  thouMit  was  ricrht.     And 
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it  is  as  a  woman  that  I  speak  to  you,"  she  said, 
and  her  voice,  low  and  timid  as  it  was,  had  a 
strange  pathetic  vibration  in  it,  that  went  to  the 
heart.  "  I  have  suffered  much  of  late.  I  hope  no 
other  woman  will  ever  suffer  in  the  same  way." 

Again  she  hesitated ;  but  for  the  last  time. 

"  Oh,  gentlemen,  you  who  are  so  powerful,  you 
who  profess  to  seek  only  mercy  and  justice  and 
peace,  why  should  you,  also,  follow  the  old  bad 
cruel  ways,  and  stain  yourselves  with  blood  ? 
Surely  it  is  not  for  you,  the  friends  of  the  poor, 
the  champions  of  the  weak,  the  teachers  of  the 
people,  to  rely  on  the  weapon  of  the  assassin  ! 
When  you  go  to  the  world,  and  seek  for  help  and 
labour,  surely  you  should  go  with  clean  hands  ;  so 
that  the  wives  and  the  sisters  and  the  daughters 
of  those  who  may  join  you  may  not  have  their 
lives  made  terrible  to  them.  It  is  not  a  reign  of 
terror  you  would  establish  on  the  earth  !  For  the 
sake  of  those  who  have  already  joined  you — for 
the  sake  of  the  far  greater  numbers  who  may  yet 
be  your  associates — I  implore  you  to  abandon  these 
secret  and  dreadful  means.  Surely,  gentlemen, 
the  blessing  of  Heaven  is  more  likely  to  follow 
}Gu  and  crown  ycur  work  if  you  can  say  to  every 
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man  whom  you  ask  to  join  you,  '  You  have  women- 
folk around  you.  They  have  tender  consciences, 
perhaps.  But  we  will  ask  of  you  nothing  that 
your  sister  or  your  wife  or  your  daughter  would 
not  approve.'  Then  good  men  will  not  be  afraid 
of  you  ;  then  brave  men  will  not  have  to  stiOe 
their  conscience  in  serving  you  ;  and  whether  you 
succeed  or  do  not  succeed,  you  will  have  walked 
in  clear  ways." 

Her  mother  felt  that  she  was  trembling ; 
but  her  voice  did  not  tremble — beyond  that 
pathetic  thrill  in  it  which  was  always  there  when 
she  was  deeply  moved. 

"  I  have  to  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  she  said, 
addressing  herself  more  particularly  to  Von  Zoesch, 
but  scarcely  daring  to  lift  her  eyes.  "  But — but 
do  not  think  that  when  you  have  made  everything 
smooth  for  a  woman's  happiness,  she  can  then 
think  only  of  herself  She  also  may  think  a  little 
about  others  ;  and  even  with  those  who  are  nearest 
and  dearest  to  her,  how  can  she  bear  to  know 
that  perhaps  they  may  be  engaged  in  somethin<>- 
dark  and  hidden,  something  terrible,  not  because 
it  involves  danger,  but  because  it  involves  shame  ? 
Gentlemen,    if  you   choose,   you  can   do  this.      I 
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appeal  to  you.  I  implore  you.  If  you  do  not 
seek  the  co-operation  of  women— well,  that  is  a 
light  matter;  you  have  our  sympathy  and  love 
and  gratitude — at  least  you  can  pursue  ways  and 
means  of  which  women  can  approve — ways  and 
means  of  which  no  one,  man  or  woman,  needs  be 
ashamed.  How  otherwise  are  you  what  you  pro- 
fess to  be — the  lovers  of  what  is  just,  and  true, 
and  merciful  ?  " 

She  sat  down,  still  all  trembling.  She  held 
her  mother's  hand.  There  was  a  murmur  of 
sympathy  and  admiration. 

Brand  turned  to  Von  Zoesch,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice — 

"  You  hear,  sir  ?  These  are  the  representa- 
tions I  had  wished  to  lay  before  the  Council.  I 
have  not  a  word  to  add." 

"We  will  consider  by-and-by,"  said  Von 
Zoesch,  rising.  "It  is  not  a  great  matter. 
Come  to  me  in  Genoa  as  you  pass  through." 

But  the  tall  old  gentleman  with  the  long  white 
hair  had  already  risen  and  gone  round  to  where 
the  girl  sat ;  and  put  his  hand  on  her  shoulder. 

"  My  noble  child,  you  have  spoken  well,"  said 
he,   in   a   quavering,  feeble  voice.     "  Forgive   me 
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that  I  come  so  near ;  my  eyes  are  very  weak 
now ;  and  you — you  do  not  recognize  me  any 
more  ? " 

"  Anton  ! "  said  the  mother. 

"Child,"  said  he,  still  addressing  Natalie,  "it 
is  old  Anton  Pepczinski  who  is  speaking  to  you. 
But  you  are  disturbed  ;  and  I  have  greatly 
changed,  no  doubt.  No  matter.  I  have  travelled 
a  long  way  to  bring  you  my  blessing ;  and  I  give 
it  to  you  now  :  I  shall  not  see  you  again  in  this 
world.  You  were  always  brave  and  good  ;  be 
that  to  the  end :  God  has  given  you  a  noble 
soul." 

She  looked  up  ;  and  something  in  her  face 
told  him  that  she  had  recognized  him,  despite 
the  changes  time  had  made. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  said,  in  great  delight.  "  You 
remember  now  that  you  used  to  bring  me  tobacco 
for  my  pipe  ;  and  ask  if  I  would  fight  for  your 
country  ?  I  can  see  it  in  your  eyes,  my  child  : 
you  remember,  then,  the  old  Anton  Pepczinski 
who  used  to  bring  you  sweet  things  ?  Now 
come  and  take  me  to  the  English  gentleman  ;  I 
wish  to  speak  to  him.  Tell  me,  does  he  love  you 
— docs  he  understand  you  ?  " 
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She  was  silent,  and  embarrassed. 

"  No  ?  you  will  not  speak  ?  "  the  old  man  said^ 
laughing ;  "  you  cast  your  eyes  down  again  ? 
See,  now,  how  one  changes  !  For  in  former  days 
you  made  love  openly  enough — oh  yes  ! — to  me,, 
to  me  myself — oh,  my  dear,  I  can  remember.  I 
can  remember  very  well.  I  am  not  so  old  that  I 
cannot  remember." 

Brand  rose  when  he  saw  them  coming.  She 
regarded  him  earnestly,  for  a  brief  second  or  two  ; 
and  said  something  to  him,  in  English,  in  an 
undertone — not  understood  by  those  standing 
round. 
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NEW    SHORES. 

The  moonlight  lay  on  the  moving  Atlantic  ;  and 
filled  the  hollow  world  with  a  radiance  soft  and 
grey  and  vague.  But  it  struck  sharp  and  white 
on  the  polished  rails  and  spars  of  this  great 
steamer ;  and  shone  on  the  long  and  shapely 
decks  ;  and  on  the  broad  track  of  foam  that  went 
away  back  and  back  and  back  until  it  was  lost  in 
the  horizon.  It  was  late ;  and  nearly  all  the 
passengers  had  gone  below.  In  the  silence  there 
was  only  heard  the  monotonous  sound  of  the 
enofines,  and  the  continuous  rush  and  seethinir 
of  the  waters  as  the  huge  vessel  clove  its  way 
onward. 

Out  there  by  the  rail,  in  the  white  light, 
Natalie  Lind  lay  back  in  her  chair,  all  wrapped 
up  in  furs  ;  and  her  lover  was  by  her  side,  on  a 
rug  on  the  deck,  his  hand  placed  over  her  hand. 
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''  To-morrow,  then,  Natalie,"  he  was  saying, 
"  you  will  g-et  your  first  glimpse  of  America." 

"  So  you  see  I  have  procured  your  banish- 
ment after  all,"  she  said,  with  a  smile. 

"  Not  you,"  was  the  answer.  "  I  had  thought 
of  it  often.  For  a  new  life,  a  new  world  ;  and 
it  is  a  new  life  you  and  I  are  beginning  together." 

Here  the  bell  in  the  steering- room  struck 
the  half-hour ;  it  was  repeated  by  the  look-out 
forward  ;  the  sound  was  strange  in  the  silence. 

"  Do  you  know,"  he  said,  after  a  while,  "  after 
we  have  done  a  fair  share  of  work,  we  might 
think  ourselves  entitled  to  rest ;  and  what  better 
could  we  do  than  go  back  to  England  for  a  time 
and  go  down  to  the  old  place  in  Buckinghamshire  ? 
Then  Mrs.  Alleyne  would  be  satisfied  at  last. 
How  proud  the  old  dame  was  when  she  recog- 
nized you  from  your  portrait ;  she  thought  all 
her  dreams  had  come  true  ;  and  that  there  was 
nothing  left  but  to  go  down  to  the  Chequers  and 
carry  off  that  old  cabinet  as  a  wedding-present. 

"  Natalie,"  he  said,  presently,  "  how  is  it  that 
you  always  manage  to  do  the  right  thing  at  the 
right  time  ?  When  Mrs.  Alleyne  took  your 
mother  and  you  in  to  the  Chequers ;  and  old  Mrs. 
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Diggles  led  you  Into  licr  parlour  ;  and  dusted  the 
table  with  her  apron,  what  made  you  think  of 
asking-  her  for  a  piece  of  cake  and  a  cup  of  tea  ?  " 

"  My  dearest,  I  saw  the  cake  in  the  bar  !  "  she 
exclaimed. 

"  I  believe  the  old  woman  was  ready  to  faint 
with  delight  when  you  praised  her  currant  wine, 
and  asked  how  she  made  it.  You  have  a  won- 
derful way  of  getting  round  people — whether  by 
fair  means  or  otherwise  I  don't  know.  Do  you 
think  if  it  had  been  anybody  else  but  you  who 
went  to  Von  Zoesch  in  Genoa,  he  would  have  let 
Calabressa  come  with  us  to  America  ? " 

"  Poor  old  Calabressa,"  she  said,  laughing,  "  he 
is  very  brave  now  about  the  sea.  But  he  was 
terribly  frightened  that  bad  night  we  had  after 
leavinof  Oueenstown." 

Here  some  one  appeared  in  the  dusky  recess 
at  the  top  of  the  companion-stairs,  and  stepped 
out  into  the  open. 

"  Are  you  people  never  coming  below  at  all  ? " 
he  said.  "  I  have  to  inform  you,  Miss  Natalie, 
with  your  mamma's  compliments,  that  she  can't 
o-et  on  with  her  EnMish  verbs  because  of  that  fat 
girl  playing  Strauss  ;  and  that  she  is  going  to  her 
cabin  ;  and  wants  to  know  wlien  you  are  coming." 
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"  Now,  at  once,"  said  Natalie,  getting  up  out 
of  her  chair.  "  But  wait  a  moment,  Evelyn :  I 
cannot  go  without  bidding  good  night  to  Cala- 
bressa.     Where  is  Calabressa  ?  " 

"  Calabressa  ?  Oh,  in  the  smoking-room, 
betting  like  mad,  and  going  in  for  all  the  mock- 
auctions.  I  expect  some  of  them  will  sit  up  all 
nieht  to  eet  their  first  sig^ht  of  the  land.  The 
pilot  expects  that  will  be  shortly  after  daybreak." 

"  You  will  be  up  in  time  for  that,  Natalie, 
won't  you  ?  "  Brand  asked. 

"  Oh  yes.  Good  night,  Evelyn  !  "  and  she 
gave  him  her  hand. 

.  Brand  went  with  her  down  the  companion- 
stairs,  carrying  her  rugs  and  shawls.  In  the 
corridor  she  turned  to  bid  him  good  night  also. 

"  Dearest,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  do  you 
know  what  I  have  been  trying  all  day — to  get 
you  to  say  one  word,  the  smallest  word,  of 
?  " 

"  But  if  I  have  no  regret  whatever,  how  can  I 


regret 


express  any  ?  " 
"  Sure  ?  " 

He  laughed,  and  kissed  her. 
"  Good  night,  my  darling  !  " 
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"  Good  night ;  God  bless  you  !  " 

Then  he  made  his  way  along  the  gloomy 
corridor  again  ;  and  up  the  broad  zinc  steps ; 
and  out  into  the  moonlight.  Evelyn  was  there  ; 
leaning  with  his  arms  on  the  hand-rail  ;  and  idly 
Avatching,  far  below,  the  gleams  of  light  on  the 
grey-black  waves. 

"  It  is  too  fine  a  night  to  go  below,"  he  said. 
*'  What  do  you  say,  Brand  :  shall  we  wait  up  for 
the  daylight  and  the  first  glimpse  of  America  ?  " 

"If  you  like,"  said  Brand,  taking  out  his 
cigar-case,  and  hauling  along  the  chair  in  which 
Natalie  had  been  sitting. 

They  had  the  whole  of  this  upper  deck  to 
themselves,  except  when  one  or  other  of  the 
officers  passed  on  his  rounds  ;  they  could  talk 
Avithout  risk  of  being  overheard  ;  and  they  had 
plenty  to  talk  about — of  all  that  had  happened 
of  late,  of  all  that  might  happen  to  them  in  this 
new  country  they  were  nearing. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  Evelyn,  that  settlement 
in  Genoa  clinched  everything,  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned.  I  have  no  longer  any  doubt,  any 
hesitation  ;  there  is  nothing  to  be  concealed  now  ; 
nothin""  to  be  withheld,  even  from  those  who  arc 
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content  to  remain  merely  as  our  friends.  One 
might  have  gone  on  as  before ;  for,  after  all, 
these  death-penalties  only  attached  to  the  officers  ; 
and  the  great  mass  of  the  members,  not  being 
touched  by  them,  need  have  known  nothing 
about  them.      But  it  is  better  now." 

"  It  was  Natalie's  appeal  that  settled  that," 
Lord  Evelyn  said,  as  he  still  Avatched  the  shining 
waves. 

"  The  influence  of  that  girl  is  extraordinary. 
One  could  imagine  that  some  magnetism  radiated 
from  her.  Or  perhaps  it  is  her  voice ;  and  her 
clear  faith  ;  and  her  enthusiasm  :  when  she  said 
something  to  old  Anton  Pepczinski,  on  bidding 
him  good-bye — not  about  herself,  or  about  him — 
but  about  what  some  of  us  were  hoping  for,  he 
was  crying  like  a  child.  In  other  times,  she 
might  have  done  great  things.  She  might  have 
led  armies." 

By-and-by  he  said — 

"  As  for  those  decrees,  what  use  were  they  ? 
From  all  I  could  learn,  only  ten  have  been  issued 
since  the  Society  was  in  existence ;  and  eight 
of  those  were  for  the  punishment  of  officers,  who 
ought  merely  to  have  been  expelled.      Of  course, 
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you  will  get  people  like  Calabressa,  with  a  toucli 
of  theatrical-mindedness,  who  have  a  love  for  the 
terrorism  such  a  thing-  can  produce.  But  what 
use  is  it  ?  It  is  not  by  striking  down  an 
individual  here  or  there  that  you  can  help  on  any 
wide  movement.  And  this  great  organization 
that  I  can  see  in  the  future  will  have  other  things 
to  do  than  take  heed  of  personal  delinquencies — 
except  in  so  far  as  to  purge  out  from  itself  un- 
worthy members.  Its  action  will  affect  continents, 
not  persons." 

"  You  can  see  that :  you  believe  that,  Brand  ?  " 
Lord  Evelyn  said,  turning  and  regarding  him. 

"  Yes,  I  think  so,"  he  answered,  without  en- 
thusiasm, but  with  simple  sincerity.  Presently  he 
said  :  "  You  remember,  Evelyn,  the  morning  we 
turned  out  of  the  little  inn  on  the  top  of  the 
N  lessen,  to  see  the  sun  rise  over  the  Bernese 
Alps?" 

"  I  remember  it  was  precious  cold,"  said  Lord 
Evelyn,  almost  with  a  shiver. 

"  You  remember,  when  we  got  to  the  highest 
point,  we  looked  down  into  the  great  valleys, 
where  the  lakes  and  the  villages  were  ;  and  there 
it  was  still   night  under  the  heav)'  clouds.      But 
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before  us,  where  the  peaks  of  the  Jungfrau,  and 
the  Wetterhorn,  and  the  rest  of  them  rose  into  the 
clear  sky,  there  was  a  curious  faint  Hght  that 
showed  the  day  was  coming.  And  we  waited  and 
watched  ;  and  the  Hght  grew  stronger ;  and  all 
sorts  of  colours  began  to  show  along  the  peaks. 
That  was  the  sunrise.  But  down  in  the  valleys 
everything  was  misty  and  dark  and  cold  ;  every- 
thing asleep ;  the  people  there  could  see  nothing 
of  the  new  day  we  were  looking  at.  And  so  I 
suppose  it  is  with  us  now.  We  are  looking  ahead. 
We  see,  or  fancy  we  see,  the  light  before  the 
others ;  but  sooner  or  later  they  will  see  it  also. 
For  the  sunrise  is  bound  to  come." 

They  continued  talking  ;  and  they  paced  up 
and  down  the  decks  ;  while  the  half-hours  and 
hours  were  struck  by  the  bells.  The  moon  was 
declining  to  the  horizon.  Long  ago  the  last  of 
the  revellers  had  left  the  smoking-room  ;  and 
there  was  nothing  to  interrupt  the  stillness  but 
the  surge  of  the  waters. 

Then  again — 

"  Have  you  noticed  Natalie's  mother  of  late  ? 
It  is  a  pleasure  to  watch  the  poor  woman's  face  ; 
she  seems  to  drink  in  happiness  by  merely  looking 
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at  her  daughter  ;  every  time  that  Natalie  laughs 
you  can  see  her  mother's  eyes  brighten." 

"  I  have  noticed  a  great  change  in  Natalie 
herself,"  Evelyn  said.  "  She  is  looking  younger  ; 
she  has  lost  that  strange,  half-apprehensive  ex- 
pression of  the  eyes  ;  and  she  seems  to  be  in 
excellent  spirits.  Calabressa  is  more  devotedly 
her  slave  than  ever." 

"  You  should  have  seen  him  when  Von  Zoesch 
told  him  to  pack  up  and  be  off  to  America." 

By-and-by  he  said — 

"  You  know,  Evelyn,  if  you  can't  stay  in 
America  with  us  altogether — and  that  would  be 
too  much  to  expect — don't  say  anything  as  yet 
to  Natalie  about  your  going  back.  She  has  the 
notion  that  our  little  colony  is  to  be  founded  as  a 
permanency." 

"  Oh,  I  am  in  no  hurry,"  said  Evelyn,  care- 
lessly. "  Things  will  get  along  at  home  well 
enough  without  me.  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  once 
those  girls  began  to  go  they  would  go  like  light- 
ning ?  It  is  rough  on  Blanche,  though,  that 
Truda  should  come  next.  By  the  way,  in  any 
case,  Brand,  I  must  remain  in  America  for  your 
wedding." 
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"  Oh,  you  will,  will  you  ?  "  said  Brand.  "  Then 
that  settles  one  point.  You  won't  be  going  back 
very  soon." 

"Why?" 

"  Of  course,  Natalie  and  I  won't  marry  until 
she  is  of  age  ;  that  is  a  good  year  and  a  half  yet. 
Did  you  hear  of  Calabressa's  mad  proposal :  that 
he  should  extort  from  Lind  his  consent  to  our 
marriage  as  the  price  of  the  good  news  that  he, 
Calabressa,  had  to  reveal  ?  Like  him,  wasn't  it  .'* 
— an  ingenious  scheme." 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  Why,  what  could  I  say  !  I  would  not  be 
put  under  any  obligation  to  Lind  on  any  account 
whatever.     We  can  wait ;  it  is  not  a  long  time." 

The  moonlight  waned  ;  and  there  was  another 
light  slowly  declaring  itself  in  the  east.  The 
two  friends  continued  talking ;  and  did  not  notice 
how  that  the  cold  blue  light  beyond  the  sea  was 
gradually  yielding  to  a  silver-grey.  The  pilot 
and  first  mate,  who  were  on  the  bridge,  had 
just  been  joined  by  the  captain. 

The  silver-grey  in  its  turn  gave  place  to  a 
clear  yellow  ;  and  high  up  one  or  two  flakes  of 
cloud  became  of  a  saffron-red.      Then  the  burning 
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edge  of  the  sun  appeared  over  the  waves  ;  the 
world  lightened ;  the  masts  and  funnels  of  the 
steamer  caught  the  glory  streaming  over  from 
the  east.  The  ship  seemed  to  waken  also  ;  one 
or  two  stragglers  came  tumbling  up  from  below, 
rubbing  their  eyes,  and  staring  strangely  around 
them  ;  but  as  yet  no  land  was  in  sight. 

The  sunrise  now  flooded  the  sky  and  the 
sea ;  the  numbers  of  those  on  deck  increased  ; 
and  at  last  there  was  an  eager  passing  round 
of  binoculars ;  and  a  murmur  of  eager  interest. 
Those  with  sharp  eyes  enough  could  make  out, 
right  ahead,  in  the  midst  of  the  pale  glow  of 
the  morning,  a  thin  blue  line  of  coast. 

The  great  steamer  surged  on  through  the 
sunlit  waters.  And  now  even  those  who  were 
without  glasses  could  distinguish,  here  and  there 
along  that  line  of  pale-blue  land,  a  touch  of 
yellowish-white ;  and  they  guessed  that  the  new 
world  there  was  already  shining  with  the  light 
of  the  new  day.  Brand  felt  a  timid,  small  hand 
glide  into  his.  Natalie  was  standing  beside  him, 
her  beautiful  black  hair  a  trifle  dishevelled, 
perhaps  ;  and  her  eyes  still  bearing  traces  of  her 
having  been  in  the  realm  of  dreams.     But  those 
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eyes  were  full  of  tenderness,  nevertheless,  as  she 
met  his  look.  He  asked  her  if  she  could  make 
out  that  strip  of  coast  beyond  the  shining  waters. 

"  Can  you  see,  Natalie  ?  It  is  our  future 
home." 

"  Oh    yes,  I  can  see  it,"  she  said.     "  And  the 
sunrise  is  there  before  us :  it  is  a  happy  sign." 
***** 

There  remains  to  be  added  only  this — that 
about  the  last  thing  Natalie  Lind  did  before 
leaving  England  was  to  go  and  plant  some 
flowers,  carefully  and  tenderly,  on  Kirski's  grave  ; 
and  that  about  the  first  thing  she  did  on  landing 
in  America  was  to  write  to  Madame  Potecki, 
asking  her  to  look  after  the  little  Anneli,  and 
sending  many  loving  messages.  For  this  girl — 
or  rather,  this  beautiful  child,  as  Calabressa  would 
persist  in  calling  her — had  a  large  heart,  that 
could  hold  many  affections,  and  many  memories ; 
and  that  was  not  capable  of  forgetting  any  one 
who  had  been  kind  to  her. 
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Masters  in  painting."  —  Times. 

"  A  deserving  series." — Edi7ih7troh  Review. 

"  Most  thoroughly  and  tastefully  edited." — Sjiectator. 

Black  (  Wm. )  Thj-ee  Feathers.     Small  pest  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ds. 

Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart,  and  other  Stories,     i  vol., 

small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Kihneny :  a  Novel.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  ds. 


—  In  Silk  Attire.    3rd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  ds. 


—  A  Daughter  of  Heth.     nth  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  ds. 

• Stmrise.     15  Monthly  Parts,  \s.  each. 

Blachnore  {R.  D.)  Lorna  Doone.     loth  Edition,  cr.  8vo,  6s. 

Alice  Lorraine,     i  vol.,  small  post  8vo,  6th  Edition,  ds, 

Clara  Vaughan.     Revised  Edition,  Q>s. 

Cradock  Nowell.     New  Edition,  6s. 

Cripps  the  Carrier.     3rd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Mary  Ancrley.     New  Edition,  6s. 

Erema ;  or,  My  Fathe?^s  Sin.      With  1 2  Illustrations, 


small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Blossoms  from  the  King's  Garden  :  Sermons  for  Children.  By 
the  Rev.  C.  Bosanquet.    2nd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Blue  Bariner  {The);  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Mussulman,  a 
Christian,  and  a  Pagan,  in  the  time  of  the  Crusades  and  Mongol 
Conquest.  Translated  from  the  French  of  Leon  Cahun.  With 
Seventy-six  Wood  Engravings.  Imperial  l6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
7^.  6d. ;  plainer  binding,  5^. 


List  of  Publications. 


Boy's  Froissart  {The),     is.dd.     ^<r  "  Froissart." 

Boy's   King  Arthur    {The).      With   very   fine    Illustrations. 

Square  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  etlges,  Ts.  6</.     Edited  by  Sidney 

Lanier,  Editor  of  "  The  Boy's  Froissart." 
Brazil :  the  Amazons,  and  the  Coast.     By  Herbert  H.  Smith. 

With  115  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  650  pp.,  2i.r. 
Brazil  and  the  Brazilians.     By  J.  C.   Fletcher  and  D.  P. 

KiDDKR.     9th  Edition,  Illustrated,  Svo,  21s. 
Breton   Folk :    An   Artistic    Tour  in  Brittany.      By  Henry 

Blackhurn,   Author  of  "Artists  and  Arahs,"  "  Xormandy  I'ictu- 

resque,"  eVc.      With   171    Illustrations   by  Randolph  Caldecott. 

Imperial  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2\s. 

Bricks  -without  Straic.  By  tlie  Author  of  "  A  Fool's  Errand." 
Crown  Svo,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  7^.  6J. 

British  Goblins :  IVelsh  Folk-Lore,  Fairy  Mythology,  Legends, 
and  Traditions.  By  Wirt  Sykics,  United  States  Consul  for  Wales. 
With  Illustrations  by  J.  H.  Thomas.  This  account  of  the  Fairy 
Mythology  and  Folk-Lore  of  his  Principality  is,  by  permission,  dedi- 
cated to  II.R.  II.  the  Prince  of  Wales.     Second  Edition.     Svo,  l&r. 

Buckle  {Henry  Thomas)  The  Life  and  Writings  of.    By  Alfred 

He.nky  IIuth.     With  Portrait.     2  vols.,  demy  Svo. 
Burnaby  {Capt.)     See  "On  Horseback." 

Burnham  Beeches  {Heath,  F.  G.).  With  numerous  Illustrations 
and  a  Map.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3?.  df.     Second  Edition. 

Butler  {IF.  F.)  The  Great  Lone  Land;  an  Account  of  the  Red 
River  Expedition,  1S69-70.  With  Illustrations  and  Map.  Fifth  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  "js.  6ii. 

The  Wild  North  Land ;  the  Story  of  a  Winter  four ney 

with  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.      Demy  Svo,  cloth,  with, 
numerous  Woodcuts  and  a  Map,  4th  Edition,  iSj.     Cr.  Svo,  "js.  6</. 

Akim-foo  :  the  History  of  a  Failure.     Demy  Svo,  cloth^ 


2ik1  E(.lilion,  i6j.     Also,  in  crown  Svo,  ']s.  6 J. 

r*ADOGAN    {Lady   A.)     Lllustrated   Games    of  Patience. 
^     Twenty-four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Descriptive  Text.     Foolscap 
4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  3rd  Edition,  12s.  6</. 

Caldecott  {R.).     See  "  Breton  Folk.' 

Celebrated  Travels  and  Travellers.     See  Verne. 

Changed  Cross  {The),  and  other  Religious  Poems.   i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

Child  of  the  Cavern  {The)  ;  or.  Strange  Doings  Underground. 
By  Jules  Verne.  Translated  by  W.  II.  G.  Kinusto.v.  Numerous 
Illustrations.     Sq.  cr.  Svo,  gilt  edges,  "js.  (hI.  ;  cl.,  plain  edges,  5/. 


Sampson  Low,  Maiston,  &  CoJs 


Child's  Play,  with  1 6  Coloured  Drawings  by  E.  V.  B.     Printed 

on  thick  paper,  with  tints,  "js.  6d. 

New.     By  E.  V.  B.     Similar  to  the  above.     See  New. 

A  New  and  Cheap  Edition  of  the  two  above,  con- 
taining 48  Ilhistrations  by  E.  V.  13.,  printed  in  tint,  handsomely 
bound,  T)S.  6c/. 

Children's  Lives  and  How  to  Preserve  Them  ;  or,  The  Nursery 
Handbook.     By  W.  LoMAS,  M.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5j-. 

Choice  Editions  of  Choice  Books.  2s.  6d.  each,  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  R.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Birket 
Foster,  J.  C.  Horsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Townshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 


Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 


Milton's  L' Allegro. 
Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir, 
Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  Memory 
Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 
Tennyson's  May  Queen. 
Elizabethan  Poets. 
Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 


"  Such  works  area  glorious  beatification  for  a  poet." — Aihencenm. 

Christ  in  Song.     By  Dr.   Philip  Schaff.     A  New  Edition, 

Revised,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  6^. 
Cobbett  ( William).     A  Biography.     By   Edward   Smith.     2 

vols.,  crown  8vo,  25^. 
Confessions  of  a  Frivolous  Girl  {The) :  A  Novel  of  Fashionable 

Life.     Edited  by  Robert  Grant.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Cradle- Land  of  Arts  and  Creeds  ;  or,  Nothing  New  under  the 

Sun.     By  Charles  J.  Stone,  Barrister-at-law,  and  late  Advocate, 

tligh  Courts,  Bombay.     Svo,  pp.  420,  cloth,  I4J-. 
Cripps  the  Carrier.     3rd  Edition,  6^.     See  Blackmore, 
Cruise  of  H.M.S.  "  Challenger"  (The).     By  W.  J.  J.  Spry,  R.N. 

With  Route  Map  and  many  Illustrations.   6th  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth, 

iSs.     Cheap  Edition,  crown  8vo,  some  of  the  Illustrations,  7.f.  6d. 
Curious  Adventures    of   a    Field    Cricket.     By   Dr.   Ernest 

Candeze.      Translated  by   N.    D'Anvers.      With   numerous    fine 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  gilt,  'js.  6d. ;  plain  binding  and  edges,  Sj. 

T^ANA  {R.  H.)  Two  Years  before  the  Mast  and  Twenty-Four 
-^-^     years  After.     Revised  Edition,  with  Notes,  i2mo,  ds. 
Daughter  (A)  of  Heth.     By  W.  Black.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 
Day  of  My  Life  (A)  ;  or.  Every  Day  Experiejices  at  Eton. 
By  an  Eton  Boy,  Author  of  "About  Some  Fellows."     i6mo,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d.     6th  Thousand. 


List  of  Publications. 


Diane.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Dick  Cheveley :  his  Fortunes  and  Misfortunes.     By  W.  H.  G. 

Kingston.     350  pp.,   square    l6mo,  and  22   full-page   Illustrations. 

Cloth,  gilt  edges,  7^.  dd. ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  5^. 

Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain.  By  Jules  Verne.  With 
nearly  icx3  Illustrations,  cloth,  gilt,  loj.  ()d.  ;  plain  binding  and  plain 
edges,  5^. 

Dictionary  {General)  of  Archaolo^y  and  Antiquities.  From 
the  French  of  E.  Bosc.  Crown  Svo,  with  nearly  200  Illustrations, 
icxr.  (yd. 

Dodge  {ATrs.  M.)  Bans  Brinker:  or,  the  Silver  Skates.  An 
entirely  New  Edition,  with  59  Full-page  and  other  Woodcuts. 
Square  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5^.  ;  Text  only,  paper,  \s. 

Dogs  of  Assize.  A  Legal  Sketch-Book  in  Black  and  White. 
Containing  6Drawings  by  Walter  J.  Allen.  Folio,  in  wrapper,  6j.  S</. 

'piGHT  Cousins.     See  Alcott. 

Eighteenth     Century    Studies.      Essays     by    F.    Hitchman. 

Demy  Svo,  iSj. 
Elementary  Education  in  Saxony.     By  J.  L.  Bashford,  M.A  , 

Trin.    Coll.,  Camb.      For  Masters   and   Mistresses    of    Elementary 

Schools.    Sewn,  is. 

Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Embroidery  {Hatidbook  of).  By  L.  Higgin.  Edited  by  Lady 
Marl\n  Alford,  and  published  by  authority  of  the  Royal  School  of 
Art  Needlework.  With  16  page  Illustrations,  Designs  for  Borders, 
iS;c.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

English  Philosophers.  Edited  by  I  wan  Muller,  ^LA.,  New 
College,  Oxon.  A  Series  of  Volumes  containing  short  biographies- 
of  the  most  celebrated  English  Philosophers,  to  each  of  whom  is 
assigned  a  separate  volume,  giving  as  comprehensive  and  detailed  a 
statement  of  his  views  and  contributions  to  Philosophy  as  possible, 
explanatory  rather  than  critical,  opening  with  a  brief  biographical 
sketch,  and  concluding  with  a  short  general  summary,  and  a  biblio- 
graphical appendix.  The  Volumes  will  be  issued  at  brief  inter>'als,  iri. 
square  l6mo,  3^.  6(/.,  containing  about  200  pp.  each. 

The  foUrwing  are  in  the  press  : — 
Bacon.     Professor  Fowler,  Professor  of  Logic  in  Oxford. 
Berkeley.     Professor  T.  H.  Green,  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy, 

Oxford. 
Hamilton.     Professor  Monk,  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy,  Dublin. 

[A'- .;</)'. 
J.  S.  Mill.     Helen  Taylor,  Editor  of  "The  Works  of  Buckle,"  &c. 
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English  Philosophers  [continued) : — 

Mansel.     Rev.  J.  H.  Huckin,  D.D.,  Head  Master  of  Repton. 
Adam   Smith.      J.    A.    Farrer,    M.A.,    Author    of    "Primitive 

Manners  and  Customs."  \Ready. 

Hobbes.  A.  H.  Cosset,  B.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford. 
Bentham.  G.  E.  Buckle,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford. 
Austin.     Harry  Johnson,  B.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Queen's  College, 

Oxford. 
Hartley.       ")  E.   S.  Bowen,  B.A.,  late   Scholar  of  New  College, 
James  Mill,  j  Oxford.  \Ready. 

Hutcheso^'  ]  Professor  Fowler. 
Arrangements  are  in  progress  for  volmnes  on  Locke,  Hume,  Palev,  Reid,  Ss'c. 

Episodes  of  French  History.  Edited,  with  Notes,  Genealogical, 
Historical,  and  other  Tables,  by  Gustave  I^Iasson,  B.  A. 

1.  Charlemagrne  and  the  Carloving-ians. 

2.  Louis  XI.  and  the  Crusades. 

3.  Francis  I.  and  Charles  V. 

4.  Francis  I.  and  the  Renaissance. 

The  above  Series  is  based  upon  M.  Guizot's  "History  of  France." 
Each  volume  is  choicely  Illustrated,  with  Maps,  2s.  6d. 

Erema  ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     See  Blackmore. 

Etcher  {The).  Containing  36  Examples  of  the  Original 
Etched-work  of  Celebrated  Artists,  amongst  others:  Birket  Foster, 
J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.,  Colin  Hunter,  J.  P.  Heseltine,  Robert 
W.  Macbeth,  R.  S.  Chattock,  H.  R.  Robertson,  &c.,  &c. 
Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2/.  12s.  6d. 

Eto7i.  See  "  Day  of  my  Life,"  "  Out  of  School,"  "  About  Some 
Fellows." 

Evans  (C)  Over  the  Hills  and  Far  Away.  By  C.  Evans. 
One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  loj-.  6d. 

A  Strange  Friendship.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5^-. 

Eve  of  Saint  Ag?ies  {The).  By  John  Keats.  Illustrated  with 
Nineteen  Etchings  by  Charles  O.  Murray.  Folio,  cloth  extra,  215. 
An  Edition  de  Luxe  on  large  paper,  containing  proof  impressions,  has 
been  printed,  and  specially  bound,  3/.  3^-. 

T^ARM  Ballads.     By  Will  Carleton.     Boards,  i^.  ;   cloth, 
■*■        gilt  edges,  I  J.  6d. 

_Fern  Paradise  {The):  A  Plea  for  the  Culture  of  Ferns.  By 
F.  G.  Heath.  New  Edition,  entirely  Rewritten,  Illustrated  with 
Eighteen  full-page,  numerous  other  Woodcuts,  including  8  Plates  of 
Ferns  and  Four  Photographs,  large  post  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  12s.  6d. 
.Sixth  Edition.     In  12  Parts,  sewn,  is.  each. 


List  of  riihlica tions. 


Fern  World  {The).  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Illustrated  by  Twelve 
Coloured  I'lates,  giving  comjilcte  Figures  (Sixty-four  in  all)  of  every 
Species  of  British  Fern,  printed  from  Nature ;  by  several  full-page 
Engra\'ings.     Cloth,  gilt,  6th  Edition,  I2.f.  Gd. 

"  Mr.  Hkatii  has  really  given  us  good,  well-wrilten  descriptions  of  our  native 
Ferns,  with  indications  of  their  habitats,  the  conditions  under  which  they  grow 
naturally,  and  under  which  they  may  be  cultivated." — At/u-ii(tuiit. 

Ju-7c>  {A)  Hints  on  Proving  Wills.     Enlarged  Edition,  is. 
First  Stt'ps  in  Conversational  French  Granunar.     By  F.  Julien. 

Being  an  Introduction   to    "  Petitcs  Lemons  de   Conversation   et  de 

Grammaire,"  by  the  same  Author.     Fcaji.  8vo,  128  pp.,  is. 
Flooding 0/  the  Sahara  {The).     See  M.vckenzie. 
Food  for  the  People ;    or,  Lentils  and  other   Vegetable   Cookery. 

By  E.  E.  Orlebar.     Third  Thousand.     Small  post  Svo,  boards,  u. 
Fools  Errand  {A).    By  One  of  the  Fools.    Author  of  Bricks 

without  Straw.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 

%s.  (xt. 
Footsteps  of  the  Master.     See  Stowe  (Mrs.  Beecher). 

Forbidden  Land  {A) :  Voy>iges  to  the  Corea.  By  G.  Oppert. 
Numerous  Illustrations  ana  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2i.r. 

Four  Lectures  on  Electric  Lnduction.  Delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution,  187S-9.  By  J.  E.  H.  Gordon,  B.A.  Cantab.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Cloth  limp,  square  i6mo,  3^. 

Foreign  Countries  and  the  Pritish  Colonies.  Edited  by  F.  S. 
Pulling,  M.A.,  Lecturer  at  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  and  formerly 
Professor  at  the  Yorkshire  College,  Leeds.  A  Series  of  small  Volumes 
descriptive  of  the  principal  Countries  of  the  World  by  well-known 
Authors,  each  Country  being  treated  of  by  a  Writer  who  from 
Personal  Knowledge  is  qualified  to  speak  with  authority  on  the  Subject. 
The  \'olumes  average  I  So  crown  Svo  pages  each,  contain  2  Maps 
and  Illustration.s,  crown  8vo,  3^'.  6d. 

The  folknoitig  is  a  List  of  the  Volumes  :  — 
Denmark  and  Iceland.     By  E.  C.  Otte,  Author  of  "  Scandinavian 

History,"  &c. 
Greece.     P.y  L.   Sergeant,  B.A.,   Knight  of  the  Hellenic  Order 

of  the  Saviour,  Author  of  "  New  Greece." 
Switzerland.       By     W.    A.     P.     CooLiDGK,     M.A.,    Fellow    of 

Magdalen  College,  Editor  of  The  Alpine  Journal . 
Austria.     By  D.  Kav,  F.R.G.S. 
Russia.      By    W.    R.  MoKKiLL,     M.A.,    Oriel    College,    Oxford, 

Lecturer  on  the  Ilche.ster  Foundation,  <S:c. 
Persia.     By  Major-Gen.  Sir  F.J.  Golds.mid,  K.C.S.I.,  Author  of 

"  Telegraph  and  Travel,"  i!v:c. 
Japan.     By  S.  Moss.M.w,  Author  of  "  New  Japan,"  &c. 
Peru.     By  Clements  H.  Makkham,  M.A.,  C.B. 
Canada.      B.y     W.     Phaser    Kae,     Author    of    "Westward    by 

Kail,"  &c. 
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Foreign  Countries  {continued) : — 

Sweden  and  Norway.     By  the  Rev.  F.  H.  Woods,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  St.  John's  College,  Oxford. 

The  West  Indies.     By  C.  H.  Eden,  F.R.G.S.,  Author  of  "  Frozen 
Asia,"  &c. 

New  Zealand. 

Prance.     By  Miss  M.  Roberts,   Author  of  "  The  Atelier  du  Lys," 
"Mdlle.  Mori,"  &c. 

Egypt.     By  S.  Lane  Poole,  B.A.,  Author  of  "The  Life  of  Edward 
Lane,"  &c. 

Spain.     By  the  Rev.    Wentworth  Webster,  M  A.,   Chaplain  at 
St.  Jean  de  Luz. 

Turkey-in-Asia.     By  J.  C.  McCoAN,  M.P. 

Australia.     By  J.   F.  Vesey  Fitzgerald,  late   Premier  of  New 
South  Wales. 

Holland.     By  R.  L.  Poole. 
Franc  {Maude  Jeane).     The  following  form  one  Series,  small 

post  8vo,  in  uniform  cloth  bindings,  with  gilt  edges: — 

Emilys  Choice,     ^s. 

Hall's  Vineyard.     45. 

John's  Wife  :  a  Story  of  Life  in  South  Australia.     45. 

Marian  ;  or,  the  Light  of  Some  One's  Home.     ^s. 

Silken  Coj'ds  and  Lron  Fetters,     ^s. 

Vermont  Vale.     k^s. 

Minnie's  Mission,     ^s. 

Little  Mercy,     c^s. 

Beatrice  Alelton's  Discipline,     d^s. 

Froissart  {The  Boy's).     Selected  from  the  Chronicles  of  Eng- 
land,  France,   Spain,    &c.      By  Sidney  Lanier.       The  Volume  is 

fully  Illustrated,  and  uniform  with  ' '  The  Boy's  King  Arthur."    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  7^-.  bd. 

r^ AMES  of  Patience.     »Sd?(?  Cadogan. 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  icy.  dd. 
THE     GENTLE     LIFE    SERIES. 

Price  6.r.  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  \os.  6d.  ;  Smaller  Edition,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d. 
A  Reprint  (with  the  exception  of  "  Familiar  Words  "  and  "Other 
People's  Windows  ")  has  been  issued  in  very  neat  limp  cloth  bindings 
at  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Gentle  Life.     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character 
of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen.     21st  Edition. 

"  Deserves  to  be  printed  in  letters  of  gold,  and  circulated  in  every  house." — 
Chambers'  journal. 
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T/ic  Gentle  Life  Series  (continued) : — 

About  in  the  World.     Essays  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life." 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  open  it  at  any  page  without  finding  some  handy  idea."— .1/t>r«- 
in^  Post. 

Like  unto  CJirist.  A  New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis' 
"  De  Imitatione  Christi."     and  Edition. 

"  Could  not  be  presented  in  a  more  exquisite  form,  for  a  more  sightly  volume  was 
never  seen." — lUuslratai  Loudon  News. 

Familiar  Words.  An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book. Affording  an  immediate  Reference  to  Phrases  and  Sentences 
that  have  become  embedded  in  the  English  language.  4th  and 
enlarged  Edition,     ds.  % 

"The  most  extensive  dictionary  of  quotation  we  have  met  with." — Notes  and 
Queries. 

Essays  by  Montaigne.  Edited  and  Annotated  by  the  Author 
of  "The  Gentle  Life."     With  Portrait.     2nd  Edition. 

"  We  should  be  glad  if  any  words  of  ours  could  help  to  bespeak  a  large  circul.i- 
tion  for  this  handsome  attractive  book." — Illustrated  Times. 

The  Countess  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia.     Written  by  Sir  Philip 
Sidney.     Edited  with  Notes  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life."   "js.  dJ. 
"All  the  best  things  are  retained  intact  in  Mr.  Friswell's  edition." — Examiner. 

The  Gentle  Life.     2nd  Series,  8th  Edition. 

"There  is  not  a  single  thought  in  the  volume  that  does  not  contribute  in  some 
measure  to  the  formation  of  a  true  gentleman." — Daily  S'civs. 

The  Silent  Hour:    Essays,    Original   and  Selected.     By   the 
Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."     3rd  Edition. 
"All  who  possess  'The  Gentle  Life'  should  own  this  volume." — Standard. 

Half-Lcngth  Portraits.  Short  Studies  of  Notable  Persons. 
By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 

Essays  on  English  Writers,  for  the  Self-improvement  of 
Students  in  English  Literature. 

"To  all  who  have  neglected  to  read  and  study  their  native  literature  we  would 
certainly  suggest  the  volume  before  us  as  a  fitting  introduction." — Examiner. 

Other  People's  Windows.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     3rd  Edition. 

"The  chapters  are  so  lively  in  themselves,  so  mingled  with  shrewd  views  of 
human  nature,  so  full  of  illustrative  anecdotes,  that  the  reader  cannot  lail  to  be 
amused." — Morning  Post. 

A  Man's  Tlioughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


German  Primer.     Being   an    Introduction  to   First  Steps  in 

German.     By  NL  T.  Pktu.     2s.  6d. 
Getting  On  in  the   IVorld ;  or.  Hints  on  Success  in  Life.     By 

\V.  Mathews,  LL.D.  Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6</. ;  gilt  edges,  p.  6J. 
Gilpin's   Forest  Scenery.      Edited  by  F.   G.   Heath.      Large 

post  8vo,  with  numerous  Illu.strations.     L'niform  with    "The    Fern 

World,"  iZf.  Cil.     In  6  monthly  parts,  2s,  each. 
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Gordo7i  {J.  E.  H.).  See  "  Four  Lectures  on  Electric  Induc- 
tion," "  Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity,"  &c. 

Gouffe.  The  Royal  Cookery  Book.  By  Jules  Gouffe  ;  trans- 
lated and  adapted  for  English  use  by  Alphonse  GouFFfi,  Head 
Pastrycook  to  her  Majesty  the  Queen.  Illustrated  with  large  plates 
printed  in  colours.     i6i  Woodcuts,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2/.  2s. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  10s.  6d. 

"  By  far  the  ablest  and  most  complete  work  on  cookery  that  has  ever  been  sub- 
mitted to  the  gastronomical  world." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Great  Artists.     See  "Biographies." 

Great  Historic  Galleries  of  England  {The).     Edited  by  Lord 

Ronald  GOWER,  F.S.A.,  Trustee  of  the  National  Portrait  Gallery. 
Illustrated  by  24  large  and  carefully-executed /«-wa«t'«/  Photographs 
of  some  of  the  most  celebrated  Pictures  by  the  Great  Masters.  Imperial 
4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  36i-. 

Great  Musicians  {The).  A  Series  of  Biographies  of  the  Great 
Musicians.     Edited  by  F   Hueffer. 


5.  Kossini,  and  the  JNIodern  Italian 

School.     By  H.  Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6.  Marcello.     By  Arrigo  Boito. 

7.  Purcell.    By  H.  W.  Cummings. 


1.  "Wag-ner.     By  the  Editor. 

2.  Weber.       By    Sir    JULIUS 

Benedict. 

3.  Mendelssohn.     By  Joseph 

Bennett. 

4.  Schubert.   By  H.F.  Frost. 
*^*  Dr.  Hiller  and  other  distinguished  writers,  both  English  and 

Foreign,  have  promised  contributions.  Each  Volume  is  complete  in 
itself.     Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^. 

Guizofs  Histoiy  of  France.  Translated  by  Robert  Black. 
Super-royal  8vo,  very  numerous  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.  In 
8  vols. ,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  each  24J. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 
students  of  history." — Times. 

Masson^s  School  Edition.  ,  The 

History  of  P'rance  from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Outbreak  of  the 
Revolution;  abridged  from  the  Translation  by  Robert  Black,  M.A., 
with  Chronological  Index,  Historical  and  Genealogical  Tables,  &c. 
By  Professor  Gustave  Masson,  B.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Harrow 
School.  With  24  full-page  Portraits,  and  many  other  Illustrations. 
I  vol.,  demy  8vo,  600  pp.,  cloth  extra,  \os.  6ct. 

Guizofs  History  of  England.  In  3  vols,  of  about  500  pp.  each, 
containing  60  to  70  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt, 
24J.  each. 

"  For  lux\iry  of  typography,  plainness  of  print,  and  beauty  of  illustration,  these 
volumes,  of  which  but  one  has  as  yet  appeared  in  English,  will  hold  their  ov/n 
against  any  production  of  an  age  so  luxurious  as  our  own  in  everything,  tj^ography 
not  excepted." — Titnes. 

Giiyon  {Mde.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  6s. 


List  of  Publications. 


JUTANDBOOK  to  the  Charities  of  London.     Sa  Low's. 


of  Embroidery  ;  jvhich  see. 

to  the  Principal  Schools  of  England.     See  Practical. 


Half-Hours  of  Blind  Mans  Holiday  ;  or.  Summer  and  Winter 
Sketc'ies  in  HIack  and  Wliite.  ByW.  W.  Fenn,  Author  of  "After 
Sundown,"  &C.     2  vols.,  cr.  8vo,  2^. 

Hall {IV.  IV.)  Hm>  to  Live  Long;  or,  1408  Health  Maxims, 

Physical,    Mental,    and   Moral.      'iJy   W.    W.    Hali,,    A.M.,    M.D. 

Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.     Second  Kdition. 
Hans  Brinker ;  or,  the  Silver  Shales.     .Scv  Dodge. 
Harper's  Monthly  Magazine.     Published  Montlily.     160  pages, 

fully  Illustrated.     \s.     With  two  Serial  Novels  by  celebrated  Authors. 
■' '  Harper's  Magazine  '  is  sothickly  sown  with  excellent  illustrations  that'to  count 

them  would  be  a  wortc  of  time  ;  not  that  it  is  a  picture  magazine,  for  the  engravings 

iUustrate  the  text  after  the  manner  seen  in  some  of  uur  choicest  editions  deluxe." — 

St.  yamet's  Gazette. 

"  It  is  so  pretty,  so  bi^,  and  so  cheap.  .  .  ,     An  extraordinary  shillingsworth — 

160  large  octavo  pages,  with  over  a  score  of  articles,  and  more  itian  three  limes  as 

many  illustrations," — Edinburgh  Daily  A'e-T'/rtf. 

"  An  amazing  shiUingsworth  .  .  .  combining  choice  literature  of  both  nations." — 

KoiuoHjitrtnist. 

Heart  of  Africa.  Three  Years'  Travels  and  Adventures  in  the 
Unexplored  Regions  of  Central  Africa,  from  186S  to  187 1.  By  Dr. 
Georg  Scmweinfukth.  Numerous  Illustrations,  and  large  Map. 
2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  15^. 

Heath  {Francis  George).     See  "  Fern  World,"  "  Fern  Paradise," 
"Our   Woodland    Trees,"    "Trees    and    Ferns,"   "Gilpin's    Forest 
"Scenery,"  "  Burnham  Leeches,"  "  Sylvan  Spring,"  &c. 

Heber's  (Bishop)  Illustrated  Edition  of  Hymns.  \Vith  upwards 
of  100  beautiful  Engravings.  Small  4to,  handsomely  bound,  js.  6J. 
Morocco,  iSj.  bJ.  antl  21s.     An  entirely  New  Fdition. 

Heir  of  Kilfnnan  {The).  New  Story  by  W.  H.  G.  Kingston^ 
Author  of  "  Snow  Shoes  and  Canoes,"  iS:c.  With  Illustrations.  Cloth, 
gilt  edges,  ^s.  bd.  ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  5^, 

History  and  Handbook  of  Photography.  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Gaston  TlsSANDiER.  Kdited  by  J.  Tiio.mson.  Imi)cri.-il 
l6mo,  over  300  jxiges,  70  Woodcuts,  and  .Si)ecinicns  of  Prints  by  the 
best  Permanent  Piucesses.  Second  Kdition,  with  an  Api>endix  by 
the  late  Mr.  Henry  Fox  Talbot.     Cloth  extra,  6j. 

History  of  a  Crime  ( The)  ;  Deposition  of  an  Eye-7c>itness.  Py 
Victor  HU(;o.    4  vols.,  crown  Svo,  42J.     Cheap  Ldition,  i  vol.,  6s. 

Ancient  Art.     Translated  from  the  German  of  John 

WiNCKELMANN,  by  JoHN  LoDGE,  M.D.  With  very  numerous 
Plates  and  Illustrations.     2  vols.,  Svo,  36/. 

England.     See  GuizoT. 

/■  ranee.     See  (jUIZOt. 
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History  of  Russia.     See  Rambaud. 
Merchant  Shipping.     See  Lindsay. 

United  States.     6'^^  Bryant. 

History  and  Principles  of  Weaving  by  Hand  and  by  Power.  With 
several  hundred  Illustrations.  By  Alfred  Barlow.  Royal  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  i/.  5^.    Second  Edition. 

How  I  Crossed  Af?-ica  :  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Indian  Ocean, 
Through  Unknown  Countries  ;  Discovery  of  the  Great  Zambesi 
Affluents,  &c.— Vol.  I.,  The  King's  Rifle.  Vol.  II.,  The  Coillard 
Family.  By  Major  Serpa  PiNTO.  With  24  full-page  and  118  half- 
page  and  smaller  Illustrations,  13  small  Maps,  and  i  large  one. 
2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  42^-. 

How  to  Live  Long.     See  Hall. 

How  to  get  Strono  and  hoia  to  Stay  so.  By  William  Blaikie. 
A  Manual  of  Rational,  Physical,  Gymnastic,  and  other  Exercises. 
With  Illustrations,  small  y)ost  Svo,  5^. 

Hugo   {Victor)    "■Ninety-Three.'"     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  6i-. 

Toilers  of  the  Sea.    Crown  Svo.    Illustrated,  6s. ;  fancy 

boards,   2s.  ;    cloth,   2s.   6d.  ;   On  large  paper  with   all  the   original 
Illustrations,  10s.  6ti. 

See  "History  of  a  Crime." 


Hundred  Greatest  Men  {The).  S  portfolios,  21s.  each,  or  4 
vols.,  half  morocco,  gilt  edges,  12  guineas,  containing  15  to  20 
Portraits  each.     See  below. 

"Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co.  are  about  to  issue  an  important  '  International' 
work,  entitled,  'THE  HUNDRED  GREATEST  MEN;'  being  the  Lives^nd 
Portraits  of  the  lOo  Greatest  Men  of  History,  divided  into  Eight  Classes,  each  Clasi 
to  form  a  Monthly  Quarto  Volume.  The  Introductions  to  the  volumes  are  to  be 
written  by  recognized  authorities  on  the  different  subjects,  the  English  contributors 
being  Dean  Stanley,  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold,  Mr.  Frol'de,  and  Professor  Max 
MtJLLER:  in  Germany,  Professor  Helmholtz  ;  in  France,  MM.  Taine  and 
Renan  ;  and  in  America,  Mr.  Emerson.  The  Portraits  are  to  be  Reproductions 
from  fine  and  rare  Steel  Engravings." — Academy. 

Hygiene  and  Public  Health  {A  Treatise  on).     Edited  by  A.  H. 

Buck,    M.D.      Illustrated   by   numerous    Wood   Engravings.      In    2 
royal  Svo  vols.,  cloth,  pne  guinea  each. 
Hymnal    Companion    to    Book     of    Common     Prayer.       See 

BiCKERSTETH. 


TLLUSTRATED  Text-Books  of  Art-Education.     Edited  by 
■*■      Edward  J.  Poynter,  R.A.     Each  Volume  contains  numerous  Illus- 
trations, and  is  strongly  bound  for  the  use  of  Students,  price  5^.     The 
Volumes  now  ready  are : — 

PAINTING. 


Classic  and  Italian.  By  Percy 
R.  Head.  With  50  Illustrations, 
5^- 


G-erman,  Flemish,  and  Dutch. 
French  and  Spanish. 
English  and  American. 


List  of  Publications. 


Illustrated  Text-Books  {continued) : — 

ARCHITECTURE. 
Classic  and  Early  Christian. 

Gothic  and  Renaissance.     By  T.   Rogkr  SMITH.     With  50  Illustra- 
tions, 5  J. 

SCULI'TIT.K. 
Antique :  Egyptian  and  Greek.    |  Kenaissance  and  lyCodcrn. 

ORNAMK.NT. 

Decoration  in  Colour.  |  Architectural  Ornament. 

//lustrations  of  China  and  its  People.  By  J.  Thompson', 
F. K.G.S.     Four  Volumes,  imperial  410,  each  3/.  3^. 

///  my  Indian  Garden.    I'y  Phil  Romxsox,  Author  of  "  Under 
the  Punkah."    With  a  Preface  by  Ldwi.n  Arnold,  M.A.,  C.S.I.,  i:c 
Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,  3^.  61/. 

Involuntary  Voyage  {An).  Showing  how  a  Frenchman  wlio 
abhorred  the  Sea  was  most  unwillingly  and  by  a  series  of  accidents 
driven  round  the  World.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Square  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  'js.  (3d. ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  5.?. 

Irish  Bar.  Comprising  Anecdotes,  Bon-Mots,  and  Bio- 
graphical Sketches  of  the  Bench  and  Bar  of  Ireland.  By  J.  Roderick 
O'Flanag.w,  Barrister-at-Law.     Crown  Svo,  \2s.     Second  Edition. 

Irish  Land  Question^  and  English  Public  Opinion  {The).  A\'ith 
a  Supplement  on  Griffith's  Valuation.  By  K.  Bakuy  O'Brien. 
Author  of  "  The  Parliamentary  History  of  the  Lisli  Land  Question." 
Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 

Irving  {IVashington).    Complete  l>ibrary  Edition  of  his  Works 

in  27  Vols.,  Copyright,  Unabridged,  and  with  the  Author's  Latest 
Revisions,  called  tiic  "  Geoffrey  Crayon"  Edition,  handsomely  printed 
in  large  square  Svo,  on  superfine  laid  paper,  and  each  volume,  of 
about  500  pages,  will  be  fully  Illustrated.  12s.  6./.  per  vol.  Scr  also 
"  Little  Britain." 

<>^ACK  and  y ill.     By  Miss  Alcott.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth, 
^       gilt  edges,  5/.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
John   Iloldsworth,    Chief  Mate.      By   W.  Clarke  Russell, 
Author  of  "Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor."     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

J^INGSTON {W.  H.  G.).     See  "Snow-Shoes,"  ''Child  of 

the    Cavern,"    "Two    Supercargoes,"    "With    Axe    and   Rillc," 

"Begum's  Fortune,"  "  Ilcirof  Kiliinnan,"  "Dick  Clievclcy."     Each 

vol.,  with  very  numerous  Illubtralions.  s(iuare  crown  l6mo,  gilt  edges, 

7j.  61/.;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  51. 
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T  A DY  Silverdak's  Sweetheart.     6x,     ^^^  Black. 

Lenten  Meditations.  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in  itself. 
By  the  Rev.  Claude  Bosanquet,  Author  of  "Blossoms  from  the 
King's  Garden."     i6mo,  cloth,  First  Series,  ls.6d. ;  Second  Series,  2s. 

Library  of  Religious  Poetry.  A  Collection  of  the  Best  Poems 
of  all  Ages  and  Tongues.  With  Biographical  and  Literary  Notes. 
Edited  by  Philip  Schaff,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  and  Arthur  Oilman, 
M.A.     Royal  8vo,  pp.  1036,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2ij. 

Life  aiid  Letters  of  the  Honourable  Charles  Sumner  {The). 
2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  cloth.    Second  Edition,  36j'. 

Lindsay  ( IV.  S.)  History  of  Merchant  Shipping  and  Ancient 
Commerce.  Over  150  Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Charts.  In  4  vols., 
deiciy  8vo,  cloth  extra.     Vols,  i  and  2,  21^-.  ;  vols.  3  and  4,  24?.  each. 

Little  Britain ;  together  with  The  Spectre  Bridegroom,  and  A 
Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow.  By  Washington  Irving.  An  entirely 
New  Edition  de  luxe,  specially  suitable  for  Presentation.  Illustrated 
by  120  very  fine  Enc;ravings  on  Wood,  by  Mr.  J.  D.  Cooper. 
Designed  by  Mr.  Charles  O.  Murray.  Square  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  \OS.  6d. 

Little  King ;  07%  the  Taming  of  a   Young  Ricssian   Count.     By 

S.  Blandv.    64  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  gilt  edges,  yj.  dd.  ;  plainer 

binding,  5^. 
Little  Mercy ;  or,  For  Better  for  Worse.     By  Maude  Jeanne 

Franc,   Author  of  "Marian,"    "Vermont  Vale,"  &c.,  &c.     Small 

post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4J-.     Second  Edition. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd.  New  Edition,  crown  Svo,  boards,  coloured 

wrapper,  2s. 
Louh  German  Series — 

1.  The  Illustrated  German  Primer.    Being  the  easiest  introduction 

to  the  study  of  German  for  all  beginners.      I^. 

2.  The  Children's  own  German  Book.     A  Selection  of  Amusing 

and  Instructive  Stories  in  Prose.    Edited  by  Dr.  A.  L.  Meissner. 
Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

3.  The    First    German   Reader,    for   Children    from    Ten    to 

Fourteen.     Edited  by  Dr.   A.  L.  Meissner.     Small  post  Svo, 
cloth,  is.  6d. 

4.  The  Second  German  Header.     Edited  by  Dr.  A.  L.  Meissner. 

Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Buchheini's  Deutsche  Prosa.      Two  Volumes,  sold  separately  :  — 

5.  Schiller's  Prosa.     Containing  Selections  from  the  Prose  Works 

of  Schiller,  with  Notes  for  English  Students.    By  Dr.  Buchheim. 
Small  post  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

6.  Goethe's  Prosa.     Selections  from  the  Prose  Works  of  Goethe, 

with  Notes  for  English  Students.     By  Dr.   Buchheim.    Small 
post  Svo,  3^'.  bd. 


Hit  of  rublkaibin.  \  ^ 


Low's    International    Scries   of    Toy   Boo  is.      6  J.    each ;    or 
Mounted  on  Linen,  if. 

1.  Little  Fred  and  his  Fidils,   from  Asbjomsen's  "Norwegian 

Kairy  Talcs." 

2.  The  Lad  and  the  North  Wind,  ditto. 

3.  The  Pancake,  ditto. 

4.  The    Little    Match   Girl,    from   II.    C.    Andersen's    "Danish 

Fairy  Tales." 

5.  The  Emperor's  New  Clothes,  ditto. 

6.  The  Gallant  Tin  Soldier,  ditto. 

The  above  in   i   vol.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  with  tlic  whole  36 
Coloured  Illustrations,  5^. 

Zinv's  Standard  Library  of  Travel  and  Adventurt.     Crown  8vo, 
bound  uniformly  in  cloth  extra,  price  7r.  6(/. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  BUTLER,  C.B. 

2.  The  Wild  North  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

3.  How  I  found  Livingstone.    By  II.  M.  STANLEY. 

4.  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region.     By  C.  R.  Mark* 

HAM.     (4th  Editiitn,  witli  Additiunal  Chapters,  10/.  S/.) 

5.  A  Whaling  Cruise  to  Baflln's  Bay  and  the  Gulf  of  Boothia. 

I'.y  .\.  II.  Markiiam. 

6.  Campaigning:  on  the  Ozus.     By  J.  A.  MacGahan. 

7.  Akim-foo :    the  History  of  a  Failure.      By  Major    W.    F. 

BlTLEK,  C.B. 
S.  Ocean  to   Ocean.     By   the   Rev.    George   M.    Grant.     With 

Illustrations. 
9.   Cruise  of  the  Challenger.     By  \V.  J.  J.  Spry,  R.N. 

10.  Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  15J. 

11.  Through  the  Dark  Continent.     By  H.  M.  Stanley.      I  vol., 

12..  U. 

Low's  Standard  AWels.     Cro\vn  Svo,  6s.  each,  cloth  extra. 

My  Lady  Greensleevos.  By  Helen  Mathers,  Authoress  of 
"  Coniin'  through  the  Rye,"  '*  Cherry  Ripe,"  &c. 

Three  Feathers.     By  William  Black. 

A  Daughter  of  Heth.  13th  Edition.  By  W.  Black.  With 
Frontispiece  by  F.  Walker,  .\. R.A. 

Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black. 

In  Silk  Attire.     I'.y  W.  Bi.ACK. 

Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.    By  W.  Black. 

History  of  a  Crime  :  The  Story  of  the  Coup  d'Etat.  By  Victor 
Hlco. 
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Louh  Standard  Novels  {continued) ; — 

Alice  Lorraine.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

liOrna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore.    8th  Edition. 

Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Clara  Vaughan.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore, 

Erema ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Mary  Anerley.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

Innocent.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant.     Eight  Illustrations. 

"Work.  A  Story  of  Experience.  By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.  Illustra- 
tions.    See  also  Rose  Libraiy. 

The  Afghan  Knife.     By  R.  A.  Sterndale,  Author  of  "Seonee." 

A  Prench  Heiress  in  her  own  Chateau.  By  the  Author  of 
"One  Only,"  "  Constantia,"  &c.     Six  Illustrations. 

Ninety-Three.     By  Victor  Hugo.     Numerous  Illustrations. 

My  "Wife  and  I.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe. 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

John  Holds-worth  (Chief  Mate).     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

Elinor  Dry  den.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 

Diane.    By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 

Pog-annc  People,  Their  Loves  and  Lives.  By  Mrs.  Beecher 
Stowe. 

A  Golden  Sorrow.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 

A  Story  of  the  Dragonnades ;  or,  Asylum  Christi.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  Gilliat,  M.A. 

Loids  Handbook  to  the  Charities  of  London.  Edited  and 
revised  to  date  by  C.  Mackeson,  F.S.S.,  Editor  of  "A  Guide  to  the 
Churches  of  London  and  its  Suburbs,"  &c.     Paper,  \s.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

l^^ACGAHAN  {/.  A.)  Campaigning  on  the  Oxiis,  and  the 
•*■  '-'■      Fall  of  Khiva.     With  Map  and  numerous  Illustrations,  4th  Edition, 
small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  "js.  6d. 

Macgregor  {John)  ^^ Rob  Hoy"  on  the  Baltic.  3rd  Edition, 
small  post  Svo,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  35.  dd. 

A   Thousand  Miles  in  the  "Rob  Roy'"    Canoe,     uth 

Edition,  small  post  Svo,  2s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

Description  of  the    "  Rob   Roy"    Canoe,  with   Plans, 

&c,  is. 

Tiie    Voyage  Alone  in   tlie  Yaivl  "Rob  Roy."      New 

Edition,    thoroughly  revised,    with   additions,    small   post   Svo,    Ss. ; 
boards,  2s.  6d. 
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Mackenzie  (-D.)  The  Flooding  of  the  Sahara.  By  Donald 
Mackenzie.     Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  los.  6J. 

Macquoid{Mrs.)  Elinor  Dryden.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ds. 

Diane.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Magazine.     See  Harper. 

Markhani  (C  -ff.)  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknaivn  Region. 
Crown  Svo,  with  Four  Maps,  4th  Edition.     Cloth  extra,  loj.  dd. 

Maury  {Commander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,  and  its 
Mcteoroloi,^.  Being  a  Reconstruction  and  Enlargement  of  his  former 
Work,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams.     New  Edition,  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Memoirs  of  Count  Miot  de  Melito.     2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  365. 

Memoirs  of  Madame  de  Remusat,  1S02 — 180S,  By  her  Grand- 
son, M.  Paul  de  Rkmusat,  Senator.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel 
HOEY  and  Mr.  John  Lii.i.ie.  4th  Edition,  cloth  extra.  Thii- 
work  was  written  by  Madame  de  Remusat  during  the  time  she 
was  living  on  the  most  intimate  terms  with  the  Empress  Josephine, 
and  is  full  of  revelations  respecting  the  private  life  of  Bonaparte,  and 
of  men  and  politics  of  the  first  years  of  the  century.  Revelations 
which  have  already  created  a  great  sensation  in  Paris.    Svo,  2  vols. ,  32^. 

Menus  (366,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year).  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Count  Brisse,  by  Mrs.  Matthew  Clarke.  Crown 
Svo,  loj.  6 J. 

Men  of  Mark :  a  Gallery  of  Contemporary  Portraits  of  the  most 
Eminent  Men  of  the  Day  taken  from  Life,  especially  for  this  publica- 
tion, price  IJ-.  Gd.  monthly.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  III.,  IV.,  and  V.,  hand- 
somely bound,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  25^.  each. 

Mendelssohn  Family  [The).  Translated  from  the  German  of 
E.  Bock.     Demy  Svo,  16s.  « 

Michael  Strogoff.     10^.  6^.  and  5^.     6V6' Verne. 

Mitford  {Miss).     See  "  Our  Village." 

Military  Maxims.    By  Captain  B.  Terling.    Medium  i6mo, 

in  roan  case,  with  pencil  for  the  pocket,  loj.  d/. 
Mountain  and  Prairie :  a  Jouruty  from  Victoria  to  Winnipeg, 

vi\  Peace  River  Pass.     By  the   Rev.  Daniel  M.   Gordon,   B.D., 

Ottawa.     Small  post  Svo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  cloth  extra, 

8j.  dd. 

Music.     See  *'  Great  Musicians." 

My  Lady  Grcenslea<es.     By  Helen  Mathers,   Authoress  of 

"Comin'  through   the   Rye,"  "Cherry  Ripe,"  <S:c.     I  vol.  edition. 

crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
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Mysterious  Island.    By  Jules  Verne.    3  vols.,  imperial  i6mo. 

150  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d.  each;  elaborately  bound,  gilt 
edges,  "js.  6d.  each.  Cheap  Edition,  with  some  of  the  Illustrations, 
cloth,  gilt,  2s. ;  paper,  is.  each. 


ATATIONAL  Musk  of  the  World.     By  the  late  Henry  F. 
■^  ^      Chorley.     Edited  by  H.  G.  Hewlett.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  8^.  M. 

Naval  Brigade  in  South  Afnca  {The).  By  Henry  F.  Nor- 
BURY,  C.B.,  R.N.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

New  Child's  Flay  {A).  Sixteen  Drawings  by  E.  V.  B.  Beauti- 
fully printed  in  colours,  4to,  cloth  extra,  12s.  dd. 

New  Guinea  {A  Few  Mojiths  in).  By  Octavius  C.  Stone, 
F.R.G.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations  from  the  Author's  own 
Drawings.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  I2s. 

What  I  did  and  what  I  saw.     By  L.  M.  D'Albertis, 

Officer  of  the  Order  of  the  Crown  of  Italy,  Honorary  Member  and 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  I.R.G.S.,  C.M.Z.S.,  &c.,  &c.  In  2  vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Maps,  Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous 
very  fine  Woodcut  Illustrations,  42^-. 

New  Ireland.  By  A.  M.  Sullivan,  M.P.  for  Louth.  2  vols., 
demy  Svo,  30^-.     Cheaper  Edition,  I  vol.,  crown  Svo,  Ss.  6d. 

New  Novels.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  \os.  6d.  per  vol.  : — 

Mary  Marston.    By  George  MacDonald.    3  vols.    Third  Edition. 

Sarah  de  Berang-er.     By  Jean  Ingelow.     3  vols. 

Don  John.     By  Jean  Ingelow.     3  vols. 

Sunrise  :  A  Story  of  these  Times.     By  William  Black.     3  vols. 

A  Sailor's  Sweetheart.    By  W.  Clark  Russell,  Author  of  "The 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,"  "John  Holdsworth,"  &c.      3' vols. 
Lisa  Lena.      By   Edward  Jenkins,   Author  of  "Ginx's  Baby." 

2  vols. 

A  Plot  of  the  Present  Day.     By  Kate  Hoi'E.     3  vols. 

Black  Abbey.     By  M.    Crommelin,   Author  of    "Queenie,"  &c. 

3  vols. 

Flower  o'  the  Broom.     By  the  Author  of  "Rare  Pale  Margaret," 

3  vols. 
The  Grandidiers :  A  Tale  of  Berlin.     Translated  from  the  German 

by  Captain  Wm.  Savile.     3  vols. 
Errant :  A  Life  Story  of  Latter-Day  Chivalry.     By  Percy  Greg, 

Author  of  "Across  the  Zodiac,"  &c.     3  vols. 
Fancy  Free.     By  C.  Gibbon.     3  vols. 
The  Stillwater  Trag-edy.     By  J.  B.  Aldrich. 
Prince   Fortune   and    Prince    Fatal.      By   Mrs.    Carrington, 

Author  of  "  My  Cousin  Maurice,"  &c.     3  vols. 
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Nei.0  Novels  {continued) : — 

An  Enfflish   Squire.     l>y  C.    15.   COLF.RIDGE,   Author  of  "Lady 

r>clty,"  ''  Ilanbury  Wills,"  &c.     3  vols. 
Christowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore.     3  vols. 
Mr.  Caroli.      By  .Miss  Seguin.     3  vols. 
David  Broome,  Artist.     By  Miss  O'REILLY.     3  vols. 
Braes  of  Yarrow.     By  ClIAS.  GiBBON.     3  vols. 

Nice  and  Her  Neighbours.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  Hole,  Author 
of  "A  Book  about  Roses,"  "  A  Little  Tour  in  Ireland,"  &c.  Small 
4to,  with  numerous  choice  Illustrations,  12s.  6J. 

Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.  From  the  French  of  E.  Muller. 
Containing  many  Full-page  Illustrations  by  Piiilipi'OTEAU.X.  Square 
imperial  i6mo,  cloth  e-vtra,  "js.  dd.  ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  5^. 

North  American  Re-cieiu  {T/ie).     Monthly,  price  2s.  dd. 

Nothing  to  Wear ;  and  Two  Millions.  By  W.  A.  Butler. 
New  Edition.     Small  post  8vo,  in  stiff  coloured  wrapper,  \s. 

Nursery  Playmates  {Prince  of ).  217  Coloured  pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.     Folio,  in  coloured  boards,  ds. 


QBERAMMERGAU  Passion   Play.      See   "Art   in    the 
^^         Mountains." 

O'Brien.  See  "  Parliamentary  History  "  and  "  Irish  Land 
Question." 

Old-Fashioned  Girl.     See  Alcoit. 

On  Horseback  through  Asia  Minor.  By  Capt,  Fred  Burnaby, 
Royal  Horse  Guards,  Author  of  "A  Ride  to  Khiva."  2  vols., 
8vo,  with  three  Maps  and  Portrait  of  Author,  6th  Edition,  38J. ; 
Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  \os.  6</. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Roddins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Rkv.nolus.  Fcap.,  cloth  extra, 
New  Edition — the  3rd,  with  Illustrations,  5^. 

Our  Village.  By  Mary  Russell  Mitford.  Illustrated  with 
Frontispiece  Steel  Engraving,  and  12  full-page  and  157  smaller  Cuts 
of  Figure  Subjects  and  Scenes.     Crown  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2\s. 

Our  Woodland  Trees.  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Large  jjost  Svo, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  uniform  with  "  Fern  World  "  and  "  Fern  Paradise," 
by  the  same  Author.  S  Coloured  Plates  (showing  leaves  of  every 
British  Tree)  and  20  Woodcuts,  cloth,  gilt  edge?,  \2s.  6./.  Third 
Edition. 
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pAINTERS  of  All  Schools.     By  Louis  Viardot,  and  other 
•*■      Writers.      500  pp.,  super-royal  8vo,  20    Full-page    and    70  smaller 
Engravings,  cloth  extra,  25^-.      A  New  Edition   is   issued  in   Half- 
crown  parts,  with  fifty  additional  portraits,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6d. 

Painting  (A  Short  History  of  the  British  School  of).  By 
Geo.  H.  Shepherd.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Palliser  {ALs. )  A  History  of  Lace,  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  additional  cuts  and  text,  upwards 
of  100  Illustrations  and  coloured  Designs,     i  vol.,  Svo,  i/.  \s. 

Historic  Devices,  Badges,  and  War  Cries.     Svo,  \l.  \s. 

The  China  Collector's  Pocket  Companion.  With  up- 
wards of  1000  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.  2nd  Edition. 
with  Additions.     Small  post  Svo,  limp  cloth,  5^-. 

Parliamentary  History  of  the  Lrish  Land  Question  {The).  From 
1S29  to  1869,  and  the  Origin  and  Results  of  the  Ulster  Custom.  By 
R.  Barry  O'Brien,  Barrister-at-Law,  Author  of  "The  Irish  Land 
Question  and  English  Public  Opinion."  3rd  Edition,  corrected  and 
revised,  with  additional  matter.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  GL.4DST0NE,  M.P.,  in  a  Letter  to  the  Author,  says:— 
"I  thank  you  for  kindly  sending  me  your  work,  and  I  hope  that  the  sad  and  dis- 
creditable story  which  you  have  told  so  well  in  your  narrative  of  the  Irish  Land 
Question  may  be  useful  at  a  period  when  we  have  more  than  ever  of  reason  to  desire 
that  it  should  be  thoroughly  understood." 

Pathways  of  Palestine  :  a  Deso'iptive  Tour  throtigh  the  Holy 
Land.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  Tristram.  Illustrated  with  44  per- 
manent Photographs.  (The  Photographs  are  large,  and  most  perfect 
.Specimens  of  the  Art.)  Published  in  22  Monthly  Parts,  4to,  in 
Wrapper,  2s.  6d.  each. 

"...  The  Photographs  which  illustrate  these  pages  may  justly  claim,  as  works 
of  art,  to  be  the  most  admirably  executed  views  which  have  been  produced.  .  .  . 

"As  the  writer  is  on  the  point  of  making  a  fourth  visit  of  exploration  to  the 
country,  any  new  discoveries  which  come  under  observation  will  be  at  onCe  incor- 
porated in  this  work." 

Peasant  Life  in  the  West  of  England.  By  Francis  George 
Heath,  Author  of  "Sylvan  Spring,"  "The  Fern  World."  Crown 
Svo,  about  350  pp.,  10^.  (id. 

Petites  Leqons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammairc :  Oral  and 
Conversational  Method  ;  being  Lessons  introducing  the  most  Useful 
Topics  of  Conversation,  upon  an  entirely  new  principle,  &c.  By 
F.  JuLiEN,  French  Master  at  King  Edward  the  Sixth's  School, 
Birmingham.  Author  of  "The  Student's  French  Examiner,"  "First 
Steps  in  Conversational  French  Grammar,"  which  see. 

Phillips  {L.)  Dictionary  of  Biographical  Reference.  Svo, 
i/.  I  \s.  6d. 

Photography  {History  and  Handbook  of).     See  Tissandier. 


List  of  Publications. 


Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity  and  Magnetism.  W)-  J.  E.  H. 
Gordon,  B.A.  Witli  about  200  coloured,  full-pas^c,  aiiJ  otlier 
Illustrations.  Among  the  newer  portions  of  the  work  may  be 
enumerateil  :  All  the  more  recent  investigations  on  Strix  by  Spoltis- 
woode,  De  la  Rue,  Moulton,  &c.,  an  account  of  Mr.  Crooke's  recent 
researches  ;  full  descriptions  and  pictures  of  all  the  modern  Magnetic 
Survey  Insti-uments  now  used  at  Kew  CJbservatory  ;  full  accounts  of 
all  the  modern  work  on  Specific  Inductive  Capacity,  and  of  tlie  more 
recent  determination  of  tlie  ratio  of  Electric  units  (v).  In  respect  to 
the  number  and  beauty  of  the  Illustrations,  the  work  is  quite  unique. 
2  vols.,  Svo,  36j-. 

Pinto  {Major  Ser/a).     See  "  How  I  Crossed  Africa." 

PlutarclCs  Lives.  An  Entirely  New  and  Library  Edition. 
Edited  by  A.  H.  Clough,  Esq.  5  vols.,  Svo,  2/,  lOr. ;  half-morocco, 
gilt  top,  3/.  Also  in  I  voL,  royal  Svo,  800  pp.,  cloth  extra,  iSj.  ; 
half-bound,  2lJ. 

Poems  of  the  Lnner  Life.  A  New  Edition,  Revised,  with  many 
additional  Poems.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  5^. 

Pogamic  People:  their  Loves  and  Lives.  By  Mrs.  Leecher 
Stowe.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

Polar  Expeditions.  See  Koldewey,  Markh.\m,  M.\cG.\h.\n, 
and  Nares. 

Poynter  {Edward J.,  R.A.).     See  '•  Illustrated  Text-books." 

Practical  (A)  Handbook  to  the  Principal  Schools  of  England. 
By  C.  E.  1'ascoe.     New  Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  31.  bJ. 

Prejevalshy  {N.  J/)  From  Kiilja,  across  the  Tian  Shan  to  Lob- 
nor.  Translated  by  E.  Delmak  Morgan,  F.R.G.S.  Demy  Svo, 
with  a  Map.     iGs. 

Primitive  Folk  Moots ;  or,  Open- Air  Assemblies  in  Britain. 
By  George  Lalrence  Go.mmi:,  F.S.A.,  Honorary  Secretary  to  the 
Folk-Lore  Society,  Author  of  "  Index  of  Municipal  Oft'ices."  i  vol., 
crown  Svo,  cloth,  \2s. 

This  work  deals  with  an  earlier  phase  of  the  history  of  English 
Institutions  than  has  yet  been  attempted. 

Publishers'  Circular  ( The),  and  General  Record  of  British  and 
Foreign  Literature.     Published  on  the  1st  and  15th  of  every  Month,  31/. 

Pyrenees  {The).  By  Henrv  Blackdurn.  With  100  Illustra- 
tions by  Gustave  Dure,  a  New  Map  of  Routes,  and  Infonnation  for 
Travellers,  corrected  to  1S81.  ^Vi•.h  a  description  of  Lourdcs  in  IbSo. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6J. 
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'DAMBA  UD  {Alfred).     History  of  Russia,  from  its  Origin 
-'  *■     to   the   Year    1877.     With  Six  Maps.     Translated  by  Mrs.  L.    B. 
1  ^  T  .2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38^. 

Recollections  of  Writers.  By  Charles  and  Mary  Cowden 
Clarke.  Authors  of  "The  Concordance  to  Shakespeare,"  &c.  ; 
with  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb,  Leigh  Hunt,  Douglas  Jerrold, 
and  Charles  Dickens  ;  and  a  Preface  by  Mary  Cowden  Clarke. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lOs.  bd. 

Remusat  {Madajne  de).     See  "  Memoirs  of." 

Robinson  {Phil).  See  "  In  my  Indian  Garden,"  "  Under  the 
Punkah." 

Rochefoucauld'' s  Reflections.     Bayard  Series,  2s.  6d. 

Rogers  {S.)  Pleasures  of  Memory.  See  "  Choice  Editions  of 
Choice  Books."     2s.  6d. 

Rose  in  Bloom.     See  Alcott. 

The  Rose  Library,  Popular  Literature  of  all  countries.  Each 
volume,  IS.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Many  of  the  Volumes  are  Illustrated — 

1.  Sea- Gull  Rock.     By  JULES  Sandeau.     Illustrated. 

2.  Little  "Women.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

3.  Little  Women  Wedded.     Forming  a  Sequel  to  "Little  Women." 

4.  The  House  on  Wheels.     By  Madame  de  Stolz.     Illustrated. 

5.  Little  Men.  By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.   Dble.  vol.,  2s. ;  cloth,  y.  6d. 

6.  The   Old-FasMoned   Girl.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Double 

vol.,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

7.  The  Mistress  of  the  Manse.     By  J.  G.  Holland. 

8.  Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young  People,  Sing-le  and 

Married. 

9.  Undine,  and  the  Tvyo  Captains.     By  Baron  De  La  Motte 

F0UQU6.     A  New  Translation  by  F.  E.  Bunnett.     Illustrated. 

10.  Draxy  Miller's  Dowry,  and   the   Elder's   Wife.     By  Saxe 

Holm. 

11.  The  Four  Gold  Pieces.     By   Madame   Gouraud.     Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12.  Work.     A  Story  of  Experience.     First  Portion.     By  Louisa   M. 

Alcott. 

13.  Beginning:  Again.     Being  a   Continuation    of   "Work."      By 

Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

14.  Picciola;     or,   the  Prison   Flower.       By   X.    B.    Saintine. 

Numerous  Graphic  Illustrations. 
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The  Rose  Library  {continued)  : — 

15.  Robert's  Holidays.     Illustrated. 

16.  The  Two  Children  of  St.  Doming-o.     Numerous  Illustrations. 

17.  Aunt  Jo's  Scrap  Bag-. 

iS.  Stowe  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

19. The  Minister's  "Wooing-. 

20.  Betty's  Bright  Idea. 

21.  The  Ghost  in  the  Mill. 

22.  Captain  Kidd's  Money. 

23.  We  and  our  Neigrhboura.     Double  vol.,  2s. 

24.  My  Wife  and  I.    Doiihle  vol.,  zs.  ;  cloth,  gilt,  3/.  (jJ. 

25.  Kans  Brinker  ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates. 

26.  Lowell's  My  Study  Window. 

27.  Holmes  (O.  W.)  The  Guardian  Angrel. 

2S.  Warner  (C.  D.)  My  Summer  in  a  Garden. 

29.  Hitherto.    I'.y  the  .\iitlior  of  "The  G.iywortliy.s."    2  vols.,  I/,  each. 

30.  Helen's  Babies.     I'.y  their  Latest  Victim. 

31.  The  Barton  Experiment.    By  the  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 

32.  Dred.     By  Mrs.   Beecher   Stowe.     Double    vol.,    zs.  ;    cloth, 

gilt,  is.  6</. 

33.  Warner  (C.  D.)  In  the  Wilderness. 

34.  Six  to  One.     A  Seaside  Story. 

35.  Nothing:  to  Wear,  and  Two  Millions. 

36.  Farm  Ballads.     By  Will  Carlkion. 

Russell  (  W.  Clarke).  See  "  A  Sailor's  Sweetheart,"  3  vols., 
31/.  6./.  ;  "Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,"  6;^.  ;  "John  Iluldsworth  (Chief 
Mate),"  6s. 

Russell  {JF.  H.,  LL.D.)  The  Tour  0/  the  Prince  of  Wales  in 
India.  By  W.  II.  Russell,  LL.D.  Fully  Illustrated  by  Syd.ney 
P.  Hall,  M..\.  Super-royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5Zf .  6</. ; 
Large  Paper  Edition,  S+r. 

CANCTA     Christina:   a  Story  of  the   First    Century.     Ey 
•^     Eleanor  E.'Orlebar.    With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of  Winchester. 
Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  55. 

Sconce :  Sporting  in  the  Satpura  Range  of  Central  Lndia,  and  in 
the  Valley  of  the  Neri)u<lda.  By  K.  A.  Stkkndale,  F.K.G.S.  8vo, 
with  numerous  Illustrations,  21s. 

Sci'cn  Years  in  South  Africa  :  Trawls,  Researches,  and  Hunting 
Adventures  between  llie  Diamond-Fields  and  the  Zambesi  (1S72 — 
1S79).  By  Dr.  Emil  Holih.  With  over  100  Original  Illustrations 
and  4  Maps.     In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  42J. 
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Serpent  Charmer  (The) :  a  Tale  of  the  Indian  Mutmy.  By 
Louis  Roussklet,  Author  of  "India  and  its  Native  Princes." 
Numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  "js.  6<t.  ; 
plainer  binding,  ^s. ' 

Shakespeare   (The   Boudoir).     Edited   by    Henry   Cundell. 

Carefully  bracketted  for  reading  aloud  ;  freed  from  all  objectionable 
matter,  and  altogether  free  from  notes.  Piice  2s.  6d.  each  volume, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  Contents  : — Vol  I.,  Cymbeline — Merchant  of 
Venice.  Each  play  separately,  paper  cover,  is.  Vol.  II.,  As  You 
Like  It — King  Lear — Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  Vol.  III.,  Romeo 
and  Juliet — Twelfth  Night — King  John.  The  latter  six  plays  sepa- 
rately, paper  cover,  grf. 

Shakespeare  Key  ( The).  Forming  a  Companion  to  "  The 
Complete  Concordance  to  Shakespeare."  By  Charles  and  Mary 
CowDEN  Clarke.     Demy  Svo,  800  pp.,  21^. 

Shooting:  its  Appliances,  Practice,  and  Purpose.  By  James 
Dalziel  Dougall,  F.S.A.,  F.Z.A.,  Author  of  "Scottish  Field 
Sports,"  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  every  success." — Globe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  on 

shooting." — Daily  News. 

Silent  Hour  ( The).     See  "  Gentle  Life  Series." 

Silver  Pitchers.     See  Alcott. 

Simon  {Joules),     Sec  "  Government  of  M.  Thiers." 

Six  to  One.     A  Seaside  Story.     i6mo,  boards,  \s. 

Smith  (G.)  Assyrian  Explo7-ations  a7id  Discoveries.  By  the  late 
George  Smith.  Illustrated  by  Photographs  and  Woodcuts.  Demy 
Svo,  6th  Edition,  \%s. 

The   Chaldean  Account  of    Genesis.       By    the    late 

G.   Smith,  of  the  Department  of  Oriental  Antiquities.  British  Mu.seum. 
With  many  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6th  Edition,  i6j-. 

An  entirely  New  Edition,  completely  revised  and  re- 
written by  the  Rev.  Professor  Sayce,  Queen's  College,  Oxford. 
Demy  Svo,  iSj. 

Snoiu-Shoes  and  Canoes ;  or,  the  Adventures  of  a  Fur-Hunter 
in  the  Hudson's  Bay  Territory.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.  2nd 
Edition.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Square  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  ^s.  6</.  ;  plainer  binding,  5^-.  , 
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So/i^Sfi  and  Etchings  in   Shade  and  Sunshine.     By  J.    E.   G. 

Illustrated  with  44  Etchings.     Small  4to,  cloth,  gilt  tops,  25J. 

South  African  Campaign,  1S79  {The).  Compiled  by  J.  P. 
MACKINNON  (formerly  72nd  Highlanders),  and  S.  II.  SHADiioLT  ; 
and  dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Field-Marshal  H.  K.  1 1.  The  Duke 
of  Cambridge.     4to,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth  extra,  2/.  los. 

South  Kensington  Museum.  Published,  with  the  sanction  of 
the  Science  and  Art  Department,  in  Monthly  Parts,  each  con- 
taining S  Plates,  price  \s.  Volume  I.,  containing  12  numbers,  hand- 
somely bound,  i6j-. 

Stanley  [H.  M.)  ITow  I  Found  Livingstone.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7^.  6</.  ;  large  Paper  Edition,  lo.f.  6J. 


"J/y  Kalulu"   Prince,    King,   and  Slave.     A   Story 

from  Central  Africa.    Crown  Svo,  about  430  pp.,  with  numerous  grajihic 
Illustrations,  after  Original  Designs  by  the  Author.     Cloth,  7^.  6./. 

Cooniassie  and  Magdala.      A  Story   of  Two  British 


Campaigns  in  Africa.     Demy  Svo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  i6j. 
Through  the  Dark  Continent,  which  see. 


Story  of  a  Mountain  {T/ie).  By  E.  Reclus.  Translated  by 
Bertha  Ness.  Svo,  with  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
Js.  6d. 

Story  of  a  Soldiers  Life  ( Tlie)  ;  or,  Peace,  War,  and  Mutiny. 
By  Lieut. -General  John  Alexander  Ewakt,  C.B.,  Aide-de-Camp 
to  the  Queen  from  1859  to  1S72.  2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  with  Illustra- 
tions. 

Story  of  the  Zulu  Campaign  {The).  By  Major  Ashe  (late 
King's  Dragoon  Guards),  and  Captain  the  Hon.  E.  V.  Wvatt- 
Edgell  (late  17th  Lancers,  killed  at  Ulundi).  Dedicated  by  special 
permission  to  Her  Imperial  Highness  the  Empress  Eugenic.     Svo,  \6s. 

Story  without  an  End.  From  the  German  of  Carov«f,  by  the  late 
Mrs.  Sarah  T.  Austin.  Crown  4to,  with  15  Exquisite  Drawings 
by  E.  V.  B.,  printed  in  Colovrs  in  Facsimile  of  the  original  Water 
Colours ;  and  numerous  other  Illustrations.     New  Edition,  7/.  6J. 

square  4to,  with  Illustrations  by  H.\rvey.     2s.  Gd. 

Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Dred.  Cheap  Edition,  boards,  2s.  Cloth, 
gilt  edges,  y.  (xi. 
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Taicchnitz  {B.)  Italian  and  English  Dictionary.   Paper,  is.Sd.; 

cloth,  2s.  ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

Spanish  and  English.     Paper,  is.  Gd. ;  cloth,  2s. ;  roan, 


2s.  6d. 
New  Testament.     Cloth,  2S. ;  gilt,  2s.  6d. 


Taylor  {Bayard).     See   "  Studies  in  German  Literature." 

Throi/gh  America  ;  or,  Nine  Months  in  the  United  States.  By 
W.  G.  Marshall,  M.A.  With  nearly  loo  Woodcuts  of  Views  of 
Utah  country  and  the  famous  Yosemite  Valley ;  The  Giant  Trees, 
New  York,  Niagara,  San  Francisco,  &c. ;  containing  a  full  account 
of  Mormon  Life,  as  noted  by  the  Author  during  his  visits  to  Salt  Lake 
City  in  1878  and  1879.     In  i  vol.,  demy  Svo,  2\s. 

Through  the  Dark  Continent :  The  Sources  of  the  Nile ;  A?-ound 
the  Great  Lakes,  and  down  the  Congo.  By  Henry  M.  Stanley. 
2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  containing  150  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations, 
2  Portraits  of  the  Author,  and  lO  Maps,  42^.  Seventh  Thousand. 
Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  with  some  of  the  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
1  vol.,  I2s.  6d. 

Tour  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  in  India.     See  Russell. 

Trees  and  Ferns.  By  F.  G.  Heath,  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
edges,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  3^-.  6d. 

Two  Erie?ids.  By  Lucien  Biart,  Author  of  "  Adventures  of 
a  Young  Naturalist,"  "  My  Rambles  in  the  New  World,"  «S:c.  Small 
post  Svo,  numerous  Illustrations,  gilt  edges,  7j.  6d.  ;  plainer  binding,  ^s. 

Two  Supercargoes  {The)  ;  or,  Adventu?'es  in  Savage  Africa. 
By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.  Numerous  Full-page  Illustrations.  Square 
imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  'js.  bd.  ;  plainer  binding,  5^. 


TJNDER  the  Punkah.     By  Phil  Robinson,  Author  of  "In 
^-^      my  Indian  Garden."     Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,   uniform  with  the 
above,  3^.  dd. 

Up  and  Down ;  or,  Fifty  Years'  Experiences  i?i  Australia, 
California,  New  Zealand,  India,  China,  and  the  South  Pacific. 
Being  the  Life  History  of  Capt.  W.  J.  Barry.  Written  by  Himself. 
With  several  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sj-.  6d. 
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edges. 


Twenty  Thousand  Leagues 

under  the  Sea.     Part  I. 

Ditto.  Part  II. 

Hector  Scrvadac      .     .     . 

The  Fur  Country     .     .     . 

From  the  Earth  to  the 
Moon  and  a  Trip  round 
it 

Michael  StrogofiF,  the 
Courier  of  the  Czar  .     . 

Dick  Sands,  the  Boy 
Captain 

Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon  . 

Adventures  of  Three  En- 
glishmen and  Three 
Russians 

Around  the  World  in 
Eighty  Days     .... 

A  Floating  City  .... 

The  Blockade  llunnera 

Dr.  Ox's  Experiment    .     . 

Master  Zacharius     .     .     . 

A  Drama  in  the  Air 

A  Winter  amid  the  Ice 

The  Survivors  of  the 
"  Chancellor " .     .     .     . 

Martin  Paz 

The  Mysterious  Island, 
3  vols.  :— 

Vol.  I.  Dropped  from  the 
Clouds     

Vol.  II.  Abandoned     .     . 

Vol.  III.  Secret  of  the  Is- 
land     

The  Child  of  the  Cavern  . 

The  Begum's  Fortune  .     . 

The  Tribulations  of  a 
Chinaman 

The  Steam  House,2  vols.:  — 

Vol.  I.  The  Demon  of  Cawn- 
poro 

Vol.11.  Tigers  and  Traitors 
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Coloured  Boards. 


2  vols.,  l5.  each. 

2  vols.,  l5.  each. 
2  vols..  Is.  each. 


*.   d. 
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1  0 

1  0 

1  0 

1  0 

1  0 
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2  vols.  l.<!.  each. 

1  0 
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CiLiDB4Tr.D  Tbavbls  ajtd  Tbavcllfrs.    3  vols.    Demy  8vo,  OOD  pp.,  upwards  Of  100 
Tall-page  illiiKinitionR,  12».  Od.  ;  eilt  i-lt'i-n,  !*».  each  :— 

(1)  The  Kii-lobatiox  or  tub  Wobld. 

(2)  Tar.  CJ«r.»T  Navioitors   o»  tub  EioHTirxTB  CfXTrsT. 

(3)  TbB   GbCAT   £xrLOBBBS  or  TUE    NlXETEE.tTU    C'E.tTl'BT. 
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JJ/ALLER  {Rev.  C.  H.)  The  Names  on  the  Gates  of  Pearl, 
^^      and  other  Studies.     By  the  Rev.   C.  H.  Waller,  M.  A.     Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  bs. 

A  Grammar  and  Analytical  Vocabulary  of  the  Words  in 

the  Greek  Testament.  Compiled  from  Briider's  Concordance.  For 
the  use  of  Divinity  Students  and  Greek  Testament  Classes.  By  the 
Rev.  C.  n.  Waller,  M.  A.  Part  I.,  The  Grammar.  Small  post  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.  6d.     Part  II.  The  Vocabulary,  2s.  6d. 

Adoption   and    the    Covenant.      Some   Thoughts   on 

Confirmation.     Super-royal  i6mo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6J. 

Warner  (C.  D.)  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     Rose  Library,  is. 

Back-log  Studies.    Boards,  i.f.  dd. ;  cloth,  2S. 

/;/  the  Wilderness.     Rose  Library,  is. 

Mummies  and  Moslems.     8vo,  cloth,  125. 

Weaving.     See  "  History  and  Principles." 

Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on  Proving,  without  Professional  Assistance. 
By  a  Probate  Court  Official.  5th  Edition,  revised  with  Forms 
of  Wills,  Residuary  Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  \s. 

With  Axe  and  Rifle  on  the  Western  Prairies.  By  W.  H.  G. 
Kingston.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  square  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  "js.  6d.  ;  plainer  binding,  5^. 

Woolsey  (C.  D.,  LL.D.)  Lntrodiiction  to  the  Study  of  Inter- 
national  Law  ;  designed  as  an  Aid  in  Teaching  and  in  Historical 
Studies.     5th  Edition,  demy  8vo,  iSi-. 

Words  of  Wellington:  Maxims  and  Opinions,  Sentences  and 
Reflections  of  the  Great  Duke,  gathered  from  his  Despatches,  Letters, 
and  Speeches  (Bayard  Series).     2s.  6d. 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.  By  W.  Clark  Russell,  Author  of 
"  John  Holdsworth,  Chief  Mate,"  "  A  Sailor's  SweCheart,"  &c,  ts. 
Third  and  Cheaper  Edition. 


SAMPSON  LOW,  MARSTON,   SEARLE,   &  RIVINGTON, 
CROWN  BUILDINGS,  i83,  FLEET  STREET,  E.G. 


V 


